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Prologue 
It was early May 1945; Flight Lieutenant Basil Brown (BB to his 
friends) was sitting in an easy chair in the shade of the veranda of the 
bar at the El-Giza Sports Club, on the outskirts of Cairo, Egypt. In 
his hand he held a 3-day-old copy of the London “Evening News” 
that his friend Freddie had brought for him (he was one of the regular 
pilots on the “Comms” run from London to Cairo, in a long range 
version of the De Havilland “Mosquito”). ‘Well old chap’ Freddie 
said, “I wonder how long before we can all go home’ pointing to the 
Banner headline, “WAR OVER TONIGHT “ they declared. ‘That’s a 
good question, said Basil, I have got quite used to the life here’. As 
they sipped their drinks, they discussed what the future would hold 
for them back in the UK. ‘Sorry I didn’t get back until today, had an 
engine snag on the refuel stop in Tripoli, lost several hours, but at 
least we got our heads down for a time, heavens knows we needed 
to’. 

‘Never mind’ Basil replied ‘I would like to go home soon I 
have plans to fulfil. Basil was based at Maadi airfield on the outskirts 
of Cairo. With the large number of British Soldiers and Airmen now 
deployed along the Treaty road between Port Said & Suez, plans 
were afoot to move the Comms Flight to RAF Fayid which was on 
the west side of the “Sweetwater Canal”. (Which ran south from 
Ismalia to provide somewhat better quality water supply; (that was 
OK when there were no dead Camels, Donkeys or dogs in it) than the 
brackish water of the Bitter Lakes (very, very SALTY) near to Fayid 
Village, The “Bitter Lakes” lay in the central stretch of the Suez 
Canal. RAF Fayid was a few miles further northwest. 


However, we must first go back into the 18th Century to commence 


our tale. RB 
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Morton Hall. 

Morton Hall, the home of the Bevington Family was situated 
in the lovely rolling South Northamptonshire Countryside. The 
nearest town was the former Roman settlement of Lactodorum, now 
known as Towcester (the town on the Tove: pronounced “Toaster”), 
The Bevingtons were not a titled family, but one of their forebears, 
Joshua Bevington, who originated in Bristol, had in his mid thirties, 
started an import company dealing in spices; which later 
encompassed tea imports also. Later they had their own tea 
plantations in India, and Ceylon (now Shri Lanka). 

The business was very successful, and eventually moved to 
London, where several large warehouses were built in the East end 
near the docks. In 1788, Joshua began building “Morton Hall, one 
advantage of building it near Towcester was that the coaches that ran 
daily to & from London, were only a few minutes away, yet, they 
lived in virtual seclusion in there large estate. The Hall was more or 
less complete by 1795, and only a few additions were made after that 
date, mainly in the grounds and not to the actual house. 

Joshua was succeeded upon his death in 1803 by his son 
Frederick; Frederick was Joshua’s son from his first marriage, his 
first wife having died later in childbirth (the baby was stillborn) 
Frederick was an astute businessman, and the company gained 
further riches under his stewardship, but he was in his middle 40’s 
when he became the top man, and he died suddenly in 1829, 

John Bevington, his younger half-brother, took over, and he too 
increased their fortunes, he was later in 1838, to marry a lady, Diana 
Fortescue who was considerably younger than he, who was in his 
late middle age, and in 1840 his son James was born, James was a 
sturdy child, and loved riding his pony and later, horses, He had a 
tutor initially but when he was 8 years of age, the tutor left after a 
disagreement over one of the maids. 
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So James was sent as a boarder to a school about 20 miles away in 
Buckinghamshire. He attended this school until he was 16, and then 
went to a rather “upper class” School in East Dulwich, on the 
outskirts of London, in those days in what then considered to be in 
the “suburban area” of the Capital. 

James returned to Morton Hall when he was 20, very 
well educated, and was like his forebears very astute when it came to 
making money, he had in fact been working in the Company offices 
on Saturdays to “get a feel for the business”. Old John by now was 
approaching 70 years of age, but in good health, his wife Diana, had 
gone off with “some scruffy farm man”, and was living in poverty in 
Northampton, her own family having disowned her. 

The staff was quite large at the Hall, which had 10 bedrooms 
several reception rooms, and a modest “Ballroom”, and of course the 
servants quarters, both above and “below stairs”. There were several 
grooms to minister to the horses, and several gardeners as well as a 
large farm staff, to work the 2000 acres or so of the estate. And 
although the farm workers had cottages to live in, things were still 
rather primitive, water was drawn from a well by a wind driven 
pump, manufactured by Roberts, Blacksmiths & Iron founders of 
Deanshanger, Northants, which was a few miles away 


Robert & Maud 
Meanwhile, in 1850, there were two new arrivals in the servants’ 
hall, Robert Linnell and Maud Dunkley, both 10 years of age. Robert 
was to start as a “boot boy”, and Maud as a kitchen “Skivvy” (the 
lowest of the low). They had both come from the workhouse, which 
was situated behind “The Bull” public house on the Brackley Road in 
Towcester; the parents of both children had died of influenza in the 
winter of 1849-50. The Bevington family were very philanthropic in 
this way, most of their staff had come from there or other poor 
houses, as youngsters and they received some basic education when 
they attended a local school run by a titled lady who had fallen on 
hard times, and lived in a modest house nearby, they attended for two 
hours daily Monday to Friday every week, no school holidays then. 
They started at their schooling at 10 am after they had done their 
initial chores, and then returned just after noon, to continue with their 
jobs, Maud would just be in time to wash & dry the cooks first pots 
& pans from lunch preparation, and then as soon as they had eaten 
their midday meal there was the rest of the washing up to do; floors 
to scrub and so on. The cook at that time was a Mrs Williams, she 
was a kindly soul, she too had been a “poor Bairn” from some poor 
house, so she could sympathise with the young Maud. Meanwhile 
Robert, if he had no more boots to clean would wash his hands, put 
on his “clean” apron, and assist the under butlers with the silver and 
other chores in the “Butlers pantry”, which was all part of his 
training in the house. When Robert was 14, he was promoted to 
junior Footman, a glorified messenger boy, he would have to go all 
over the estate in this, the pre telephone age. Having been well 
trained by the Butlers, and being bright, he soon worked without a 
great deal of supervision. Maud too was obviously a cut above the 
average, it helped in as much as she and Robert had known one 
another since very small children, and seemed to feed off each others 
knowledge, Robert would tell Maud what he had done that day, and 


the guests he had been spoken to by, all in confidence of course, and 
being workhouse kids, they knew how to keep “stum”. 

Maud on the other hand, had moved out of the scullery, when cook 
discovered that she could sew very neatly, and could also use a 
“Flatiron”, she had a word with the deputy housekeeper, and Maud 
made a rapid ascent up the stairs, and had a better room with a 
window! 

In 1865 after first asking the Butlers advice, Robert and Maud 
were ushered into Mr John presence in the morning room, when Mr 
John asked what he could do for the pair, (he already knew via the 
Butler) Robert rather hesitantly asked ‘we wish to ask your 
permission to marry sir’. ‘I see no reason why not, you have been 
here for 15 years and have more than proved your worth, when did 
you wish to wed?’ ‘We had not set a date yet, we have no reason to 
hurry’. ‘Now, said Mr John, as you know I am having a Chapel built 
in the grounds, this will be finished in July, would you like to be the 
first to marry in the new chapel?’ ‘That would be an honour sir’, 
Robert replied. ‘So be it then’, Mr James said with a twinkle in his 
eye, ‘You will need somewhere to live, I will give some thought to 
that matter, meanwhile go ahead with your wedding plans, I wish to 
have the honour of giving you away’ he smiled at Maud as he said it, 
‘after all, I am your substitute Father, you having lost your own’. 
Maud thanked him profusely for the honour. 

A few days later Mr John called them into the Morning room again, 
‘I now have the date for you wedding, it will be on Saturday 
July15th, he told them, and I also have arranged with the estate 
carpenter and bricklayer to make an apartment for you over the coach 
house, the main building is already there, it is just a matter of 
adapting the space into habitable quarters for you, it will adjoin the 
passageway to the cook’s bedroom so you will be able to access it 
from the house, and not have to go outside’. The pair thanked Mr 
John for his generosity, which he dismissed, ‘I can visualise that 
within 10 years that you two will be running this house if you 
continue to serve the family in the way that you have up until now!’ 
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The wedding day came, and all went well, what the couple 
did not know was that the Chapel was to be consecrated by the 
Bishop of Leicester, who after that duty carried out the wedding 
ceremony also! 
Mr John had arranged a reception for the happy couple in the 
Ballroom, and the staff were all invited, although they all had to 
pitch in with helping the cook and her helpers, the couple didn’t have 
a honeymoon as such, but were given a week off in their apartment. 


In the summer of course, they were all kept busy, there were 
parties on the lawns for friends of the family, and for Business 
associates. In the Autumn there were shooting parties to look after, 
because the Hall was on the edge of the estate, lunch would be 
served on trestle tables in the Ballroom, instead of hampers being 
taken out to the guests in the field. 

And in the wintertime there was at least one of the several “Hunt 
Balls” that were held in the various “Big houses” in the district. 
These were real social occasions, and kept the staff out of their beds 
until late, but they still had to be up at the usual time in the morning. 


A change at the top 


In January 1867 “Mr John” passed away, he had been a 
wonderful master to work for, always with a ready smile for his staff, 
not the usual type of Victorian landowner. “Mr James” took over the 
reins, at 27 he was the youngest ever to run the business, but like his 
predecessors, despite the obvious pressure of running the company at 
such a young age, he was fair minded and friendly, and took a great 
interest in the well-being of his staff both at the estate and up in 
London. 

A few days after the funeral of “Mr John”, James received a 
letter from his estranged mother Diana Bevington; She wrote 'Is it 
possible that I could return to Morton Hall to end my days there?’ 'I 
saw in the Northampton Mercury that your father had passed away, 
and I am truly sorry for what I did to him and you too’. “My health is 
not good, and I am unable to support myself any longer, the man that 
I left the hall with died a few years ago, and I have struggled to live”. 
James gave some thought to the matter, and sent for his head 
coachman, take this envelope to this address in Northampton, give it 
only to Diana Bevington, and no-one else”, the coachman touched 
his forelock and left the room to carry out his masters wishes. 


In his letter to Diana he wrote, “here are ten guineas, you will 
spend this wisely on new clothes befitting your position, please have 
receipts for all items, do not spend any of this money on drink, the 
coachman will return at noon in two days time to collect you”. 


The return of Diana 


So Diana returned to Morton Hall, James had arranged for the 
second housekeeper to move to a better servants room that was spare 
after Maud’s marriage to Robert, and arranged for Diana to have her 
room, She was not too enamoured with this arrangement, but she 
didn’t have any choice, James received her very coolly, and told her 
she was restricted to her room and the grounds. The main house was 
out of bounds to her, and her meals would be brought to her room at 
specific times. ‘You will have a roof over your head your head and 
food in your belly, that is all I can give you with regards to your 
previous behaviour, be thankful fo that’. 

Diana had arrived in early April, and as the days warmed, she 
took to walking around the estate, enjoying the fresh air after the 
murk of the town. She spoke often with the workers on the estate. In 
the August she became very unwell, and the Matron had her moved 
to the estate infirmary; with the large number of employees, this was 
a essential part of the estate, with the nearest hospital about 10 miles 
away in Buckingham, and Northampton 14 miles away. The Matron, 
a Miss Sutton, was an experienced sister of many years service in a 
London Hospital, and had been recruited by “Mr John” when he 
spent a short time in Hospital with a fractured arm after falling on the 
office steps on some ice, there were rumours among the staff that he 
was “sweet” on her but this seemed very unlikely. The more likely 
fact being, that he observed that she would be a very efficient 
employee. She was an experienced midwife also, so could attend the 
wives of the farm workers, gardeners & grooms etc, deal with major 
injuries to the staff, and of course look after anyone in the family 
who was unwell, there were no telephones then, and the nearest 
Doctor was 4 miles away. 

Miss Sutton was very concerned with Diana’s health, and 
what she suspected, the Doctor confirmed, her diagnosis was correct, 
the “Pox”. (At that time a general term for any sexually transmitted 
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disease) so perhaps the tales that some staff members had heard were 
correct, she had been plying her trade as a prostitute in Northampton! 
In September she died, and was buried with little ceremony in an 
unmarked grave in the estate Chapel grounds, well away from Mr 

- Johns grave. 

In October the foreman gardener called to see the Matron, ‘I 
have two of my young apprentices rather poorly, they have no go in 
‘em, just like wilting Rhubarb sticks they are!’ ‘Send them round to 
see me’ Matron said, ‘I’ve something to liven them up I’Il be bound’. 
The two lads came in looking very poorly indeed, ‘well my lads’ said 
Matron, “what have you two boys been up to? Been rubbing it off too 
often have we?’ the two boys blushed scarlet under her steady gaze, 
‘No M’am’ they chorused. ‘Well then I had better examine you both, 
go behind that screen and strip off the pair of you’. Sheepishly they 
did as they were bidden, ‘now come out here together’, they 
emerged, their hands covering their genitals, ‘lower your hands, I’ve 
seen more and bigger than you will ever see, said Matron. Stand on a 
Chair” she ordered, the boys each stood on a chair, after a brief 
examination she said rather loudly “who have you been rolling in the 
hay with then?’ The boys looked at each other quickly, ‘I have a 
good idea who it was she growled, ‘it was that no good Mrs Diana 
Bevington wasn’t it?’ The boys hung their heads. ‘Yes Ma’am’ said 
one. ‘Did you have to pay her, she asked, No Ma’am’ they replied 
brightly, ‘she just asked if we would like a bit of fun in the barn after 
we finished work’. ‘There’s no need to look pleased about it’ said 
Matron, ‘how long did this go on’, ‘from when she first came until 
the middle of July, why, what is wrong with us?’ the boy asked. ‘I 
think you have the Pox’ said Matron; ‘you could end up dead like 
her, although she had other things wrong as well’. ‘I will keep you in 
here for a while, and give you some treatment, but the Doctor is 
coming on Friday on his regular visit, and he will advise what to do 
with you’. So Tom & Fred were sent to bed and given some foul 
tasting medicine! (Only an iron tonic, but a good deterrent) 


A couple of weeks later, Millie, a dairymaid, and Clara one of 
the housemaids reported sick, after Matron had asked their 
symptoms, and given them an examination, she asked ‘do you know 
the garden 
boys Tom & Fred?’ ‘We have met them’ said Millie, ‘and no doubt 
had a roll or two in the hay with them’ she rejoined. The girls looked 
guiltily at each other, then Clara said ‘well Ma’am, we are 18 years 
old, many girls are married at our age’, ‘so why should we go 
without a bit of fun?’ ‘Well first of all, you could end up with a 
babby with no daddy, that’s what all that stuff is for, making babies’. 
‘Those two boys have got the Pox, and now you have got it also, you 
will have to stay in the Infirmary until the Doctor’s next visit, and, J 
don’t want any getting in bed with the boys in the next room’ she 
said firmly. Clara started to cry, ‘What will my mother say?’ she 
howled, Matron said, “you know you don’t get paid while you are in 
here sick, so you will have to explain to her why you haven’t got a 
few pennies to give her’, that made Clara howl even louder, Millie 
said quietly, ‘at least I am an orphan and don’t have to account to 
nobody but my self”. So the girls were packed off to bed, and they 
too got their doses of foul tasting medicine too. 
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In June 1864 James had married Eleanor Dukes, She was a 
pretty, tall elegant girl, born in 1845 to a wealthy London barrister 
and his wife. They had met through her fathers work, he had been 
involved in some litigation work for the Bevington Company, and 
she was a clerk in his office. A year later they had a son whom they 
named John, after his grandfather, and two years later another son, 
Robert was born, named after Eleanor’s father, Robert Dukes. 

After a good education, which ended at Winchester College, 
Mr James’ eldest son John joined the army and obtained a 
commission in the Cavalry, Robert was also educated at Winchester, 
and he also joined the army, but as an infantry officer. 

Mr James was not exactly pleased that both of the boys had “joined 
up”, as this meant that there would not be anyone experienced to 
follow him into the business, and although Eleanor was still of 
childbearing age, no more progeny were forthcoming 

In 1899, both sons were involved in the “Boer War”, 
unfortunately, Robert died of his wounds in 1900 at the siege of 
Mafeking under the command of Baden-Powell, just before General 
Roberts relieved the siege. Meanwhile, John progressed up the 
Ranks, and at the end of the war was promoted to full Colonel. 

He left the army in 1905, and he brought with him William Brown, 
who had been his batman for most of his service life, and he initially 
stayed as his valet. 

Later in 1907, William joined the butlers staff, as deputy to 
Robert Linnell, and succeeded him in 1910 upon his retirement, also 
in 1910, William married Elsie, daughter of Robert & Maud Linnell, 
and William and Elsie moved into the apartment vacated by her 
parents who had moved into the gatehouse Lodge; and in 1912 Elsie 
bore a son, whom they called Basil William. 
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John meanwhile, had taken up a position in the family 
business, guided by his father and the senior manager, a Mr Phipps, 
who was a distant relative of the Northampton Brewing family. In 
1911 John married Sophie, the daughter of a Tea planter, she had 
returned to England from Ceylon (now Shri Lanka) because she did 
not like the heat there, she had since been working in the office of 
one of the companies that Bevingtons had dealings with 
occasionally, and the were engaged & married within 6 months of 
their first meeting, In 1912 they had their first child called Peter. 
And in early 1914 they had a daughter, Maria. 


The clouds of war 


Sadly in 1913, “Mr James” was suddenly taken ill, and after 3 weeks 
of some suffering, he passed away in his sleep, the attendance at the 
funeral was very large, many businessmen attended, and the staff had 
to rapidly move the funeral “Wake” to the “Ballroom” with it’s 
beautifully curved glass roof, many of those attending made speeches 
about “Mr James's” achievements during his life, and also his 
business acumen. 

However, in 1914 John was recalled to “The Colours” and 
was sent to France, but as William Brown had suffered some wounds 
in South Africa, and had also married Elsie Linnel and had a son, 
Basil (born a few weeks before Peter) he told William to remain at 
the hall and to act as his agent in his absence. Colonel John 
Bevington joined the British expeditionary force in France, and for a 
time saw no action at all, being kept busy in an administrative role. 
But later, at the “Battle of the Somme”, he was wounded when a 
shell exploded near the dugout where he was working on a strategy 
with other officers on deploying the new “Tanks”, which was the 
first occasion the these new weapons had been deployed in battle. 

He suffered a badly broken arm, and broken leg, and lost two 
fingers on his right hand, after local treatment, he was transferred to 
England, and thence to one of the stately homes then being used as 
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convalescent centres, where he was looked after for several weeks, 
eventually he persuaded the Doctors to let him go home, where the 
estate Matron would look after him, and that he would attend a 
military medical when requested. This never happened though, a 
month later he received a letter stating that having lost two fingers on 
his right hand, he was considered “no longer fit for active service”, 
and would be pensioned off as “medically unfit”. 

Having now recovered from his wounds without too much 
disablement, apart from having to learn to write with his left hand, 
and still being able to ride his horses, (often accompanied by William 
Brown, during which times they often reminisced about their times in 
South Africa). He carried on working several days a week in the 
London office, there being a small apartment in the building that had 
been made for “fold Mr John” (his grandfather) many years before, 
young “Mr John” had it updated when his father had died, and had a 
permanent cook/housekeeper who lived nearby to minister to his and 
his chauffeur's needs (he travelled to & fro in his Rolls Royce 
motorcar nowadays) 

John and Sophie's daughter Maria was now very mobile, and 
was a pretty little thing, Peter, now 5 years old, was great friends 
with Basil Brown, and they often played together supervised by the 
Bevingtons’ “Nanny”, who had helped Elsie by looking after him as 
a baby so that she could continue her duties as senior housekeeper. 
Also they were being taught the rudiments of the 3 R’s by Jennifer, 
one of the daughters of the Home Farm manager, a Mr Stubbs, she 
was a very bright young lady 15 years of age. 

When they were 8 years old Peter was packed off to a “Prep” 
school in Northampton to be a weekly boarder, returning home after 
lessons on Fridays, and return Sunday afternoon. Basil started at the 
village school, and was complemented on his abilities as taught by 
Jennifer, and who was now teaching little Maria. 

With wartime conditions now behind them, “Mr John” was 
concentrating on getting the business back into full swing again, 
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supplies of Tea and Spices were coming in again, and gradually 
stocks were slowly getting back to pre-war levels. 

In December 1920, both Robert & Martha Linnel passed 
away, within days of each other; both had reached 80 years of age, 
which was a goodly age in those days. They had been married for 55 
years, but had known each other for most of their 80 years, having 
grown up together in the Towcester Workhouse. 
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Basils’ Education 


In 1922 at the Hall Christmas Party, “Mr John” took young 
Basil to one side, ‘I hear that you have excellent results at School, 
Mrs Potter tells me that you are top of the class, and should go to a 
better school’. ‘Would you like to have a shot at the entrance 
examination for Towcester Grammar School?’ Basil’s eye’s opened 
really wide, ‘Yes sir, but my parents could never afford the school 
fees’ he replied. ‘That would be no trouble at all, I would pay the 
fees on their behalf, all I would ask from you is that you would do 
your best, and to pass your Matriculation examination’. Basil looked 
at him absolutely speechless, ‘I just don’t know what to say sir’ he 
stammered, ‘do my parents know what you are offering me?’ he 
queried. ‘No, not yet, I wanted to ask you first, before I mentioned it, 
you could of course have said no!’ he said with a twinkle in his eye, 
‘but I know that you won’t will you?’ Basil beamed at him, ‘indeed 
not sir, I will try my hardest for you!’ ‘Don’t mention it to your 
parents yet, I will speak to them tomorrow’. 

True to his word, the following morning he called William 
and Elsie into the morning room, ‘William, pour three small Sherries 
please, one for each of us here, and then please take a seat’. They sat 
down, and he began to speak, ‘you are no doubt wondering why I 
have called you in here this morning’, he smiled as he spoke, with 
that characteristic twinkle in his eye, ‘I had words with young Basil 
yesterday at the party, and he has agreed to take the Towcester 
Grammar School entrance examination’, he noticed both of them 
stiffen a little, and a worried glance passed between them, “if he 
passes’ he went on, ‘I will pay his school fees, you have nothing to 
worry about on that score, I will pay for everything he needs’. ‘For 
over 70 years your family’ he continued looking directly at Elsie, 
‘have served this family, and you William, have been my constant 
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companion except for the great war, when you carried out other 
duties for me, from the time I joined the Army you have been my 
right hand’ and then glanced down to his right hand with it’s two 
missing fingers. ‘Our family have always helped with elementary 
education of our staff since the late 1700’s, so that our staff could 
handle money and read for their employer’s good as well as for their 
own pleasure, and to further their own knowledge of the world 
around us’. ‘Now it is time to move forward even further, if Basil 
passes the examination, and gets his Matriculation, the whole world 
will be open to him’. 

A tear rolled down Elsie’s cheek, she brushed it away with 
the back of her hand, William sat stiffly upright still, but a little smile 
played around the corner of his mouth, ‘Come on William, don’t play 
games with me, I know you too well, I can see that little quirk at the 
corner of your mouth, I have seen it many times in the past, both in 
battle, and in less stressful times, I can see pleasure in you eyes also’. 

William put his hand onto Elsie’s, ‘we just don’t know what 
to say sir’, William blurted out, ‘it has come as a great surprise, for 
me at least, and I can’t quite take it in!’ “Mr John” spoke again. ‘In 
all the years that I have known you William, I have never before seen 
you lost for words’, he said laughing loudly. 

And so early in April 1923 Basil Brown was chauffeured in 
the Rolls to take the entrance examination. 

A few weeks later he received a letter telling him that he had been 
successful, and would start at the Grammar school in September. He 
was cock-a-hoop, he ran off to find Peter who was home for the 
Whitsun holidays. Peter was very pleased for his chum, although 
they were “from opposite sides of the fence” so to speak, they had 
been brought up together by the Bevington’s Nanny, and had played 
all their games together, and had been taught their “3R’s” together by 
Jennifer, they were in essence more like brothers, or even twin 
brothers. 

Peter was so pleased for him he said, ‘let’s go and tell father’ 
and so they went off to the stables where Peter had seen his father 


16 


and William a few minutes previously. “Mr John” saw them coming, 
and he smiled at the boys as he said ‘you have heard then young 
Basil? I too got a letter this morning, I am so pleased for you, now it 
is all up to you’. 

The loose shoe 


John and William rode away from the house, crossed over the 
Buckingham road, and crossed into the other half of the park. They 
rode on quietly, just passing small talk back & forth; they were 
always on first name terms when they were alone, formality only 
returning back at the house. It was quite a warm early summer 
morning, they rode across the short turf, now that the Bullocks and 
Sheep were now out grazing again, and it looked almost like a close 
mown hay field. They left the park at “Maggots Moor”, and then 
proceeded towards the ruins of “Lufffield Abbey”, now long vacated 
by the Monks, after Henry VIII’s dissolution of the Monasteries. 

As they crossed the rising ground, there in the distance stood 
a line of mature trees, stretching from right to left for several miles. 
Passing through the trees eventually, they turned right onto the tree- 
lined drive. In about a mile or so they came to a pair of lodges, the 
gate keeper must have had sharp ears, as he came out to open the 
gates when they were at least 200 metres away, ‘Good morning Mr 
Bevington sir, and to you Mr Brown’, he greeted them. ‘Good 
morning to you also’ said John, and tossed him a small coin as they 
passed, now they turned right again onto the road travelling north, 
they entered a small village with a steeply sloping street, and then 
turned right just past “The White Horse” public house, and went 
uphill again as they left the village. 

As the day was hot, they stopped to water their horses at a 
large stream known locally as the “Washbrook” that crossed the road 
in a gully, as William was about to re-mount, he noticed that a hind 
shoe on his mount appeared loose, “You had best go ahead John” 
said William, “my mount has cast a shoe, I will have to walk her 
home”! “I’Il walk with you, the smithy is within half a mile or so”. 
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After walking for about 20 minutes, they came into the village, and 
within 200 yards came upon Mr. Bennings smithy, he was standing 
by the door of his small house drinking a cup of tea, ‘good morning 
Mr. Bevington Sir, what is your pleasure?’ ‘Mr. Brown’s mare has 
cast a shoe’. ‘No trouble at all sir’ said Bennings, ‘it’s a warm day, 
and may I offer you a glass of Ale sirs?’ “Thank you kindly 
Bennings, that would be most welcome’. ‘Lawrence! Take these 
horses, put the mare in the shoeing shop, and the Gelding in the 
shade’. ‘Annie please fetch two glasses of ale for these gentlemen. 
John Bennings was not the stereotype as depicted in the 
popular poem, he was not the “mighty man” of that ode, He was only 
of average build, about 5 feet eight inches at most, although his arms 
were brawny, he was not a heavily built figure. Aged now around 45- 
50 years of age, always known for having his pipe in his mouth 
usually unlit when he was at the forge. He was a master craftsman; 
in his small living room hung certificates from the Edwardian era, for 
champion Farrier, or Blacksmith at various agricultural shows around 
the country. He was a man to be reckoned with, it was a well known 
fact that he was an unrivalled master at “cold Shoeing’’, if a horse 
(usually a riding animal) would not “stand” to be shod at the Smithy, 
then a quick inspection of the animals hooves was sufficient for him 
to make a set of shoes, that would fit beautifully back at it’s own 
stables, where they would be fitted by one of Johns’ sons, who were 
of course expert Farriers. 


*Won’t you come in out of the sun and have your Ale sirs?’ 
asked Mrs. Bennings, thank you Ma’am,” said John, and he and 
William followed her into the little house. John looked at the 
Certificates on the walls, “Your man is a very clever fellow’ he said. 
‘I’m afraid that he don’t have time fer that anymow’ Annie replied, 
‘It was OK before we had the littl’uns, but then he couldn’t afford 
the time off, and when they were older, he spent all his time teaching 
‘em the trade; they ain’t bad at it, but’ll never be as good as ‘im’ she 
said in her south Northants dialect. Then John noticed a space along 
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part of one wall, and a ladder going up vertically through it, ‘I must 
ask’ he said softly, ’what is the ladder for’. ‘Ah well, you might ask 
sir; about 20 years ago, jist after we took this ‘ouse, me ol’ dad came 
to live with us, he weren’t t’well, and a big man he wus, and one 
night he came down to the privy, and on his way back up, the stairs 
collopsed under him and he were killed’ I’m sorry to hear that m’am’ 
said John, ‘but why the ladder?’ ‘Well my John he gut the ladder 
outa the Barn to get me an’ the young’uns down and it’s stayed theer 
ever sin’, we call it our ‘Jacobs ladder’ like in the gud book’. ‘My 
John ‘as been saying he’ll git it done sometime, but after 20 years us 
jist got used to it!’ Just then, John Bennings came to the door, ‘your 
Mare is ready Mr Brown sir’. ‘Thank you very much said Mr John, 
what do I owe you?’ Just half a crown sir, the shoe was good, so I 
refitted it properly, should be all right until she needs shoeing agin’. 

John and William mounted up, said their good byes, and 
turned out of the smithy yard, ‘we had better get a trot on William, or 
we shall be late for lunch’ said John, and off they went up through 
the village and out towards the Park again. 


Basil starts at Towcester 


In September 1923, Basil started his studies at Towcester 
Grammar School, He was taken every morning by one of the 
groom’s in a “Dog cart” drawn by a little Welsh cob if it was fine, if 
the weather was wet or snowy, they travelled in a small closed 
“Van”. 

Most of the pupils at the school were children of either 
farmers or local businessmen, very few belonged to the “Gentry”, 
one or two belonged to perhaps a Town Clerk or similar “higher up” 
on a local council. At first, Basil was treated with some curiosity, as 
he was an “ordinary” boy, and not of moneyed folk! But this was 
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soon forgotten as he made rapid progress in his learning abilities, 
also in sport, Football was not played there! Rugby Union was the 
winter sport at Towcester. Being used to getting involved in “rough 
& tumbles” with the farm & garden boys back at the Hall, the game 
came naturally to him, bumps & bruises were no deterrent to him. He 
was soon playing in the under 15’s first XV. And the following 
summer, saw him on the cricket field, not a larger than life character 
at all, but just a natural sportsman playing for the under 15’s second 
cricket team, good progress in his first season. In the summer 
holidays, he and Peter (who was now at Goldsmiths College in 
London), compared notes on their rather different) schools, ‘I wish I 
was with you’ said Peter, “you seem to have much more fun. Our 
Masters are old fuddy duddies, all very old and very grumpy’. ‘Some 
of ours are like that also, but most are much younger, some were in 
the War’ replied Basil. ‘Our Science master, a Mr Lonsdale, is a 
terrific chap, got a built-up boot on his left foot, got hit by a machine 
gun bullet, smashed his leg, so it is a bit shorter than his right’. ‘He is 
also very smart, like your father, always wears a suit and a tie, and 
his black hair combed back with brilliantine’. ‘We don’t have 
anybody like that, said Peter, all Mortarboards & gowns they are!’ 
Basil replied ‘The Girls have a teacher called Mrs Murray, she 
teaches the girls cooking & housekeeping, ‘Domestic Science’ they 
call it, and she also plays the piano in morning assembly, very good 
too, and Mr Murray is the deputy head’ 

“You have all the luck Basil, I miss you helping me with 
Maths too, mustn’t call it Arithmetic now, must we’, Peter said 
laughing. Basil continued, ‘we have a good Maths Master, a Mr 
Peters, but he also shows us how to do some technical things as well; 
if you want, I will give you some help over the holiday, it just 
depends what Maths you are doing’ Basil said grinning. 

Later Peter called at the Browns’ apartment, ‘Father says if 
you like we can go with him to him this afternoon, there is a Cricket 
match on at “The Fox” at Lillngstone Dayrell, do you want to come?’ 
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“Yes please" said Basil, ‘He said to be ready at 12-30, and to have 
lunch with us, OK? 

After lunch, “Mr John” and the boys went off in the Rolls to 
the cricket match. “The Fox” was a well-known cricketing venue, 
village cricket was very popular, and there was great rivalry between 
the teams. Whittlebury, Silverstone and Wicken, to mention just 
parce: 

After an enjoyable afternoon and early evening watching the 
match; and lemonade, sandwiches and “sticky buns” at the tea 
interval, they returned home tired but happy. 

John dropped the boys off at the entrance to the drive, as they 
wanted to walk back to the house across the edge of the parkland, 
where in the distance they could see some of the garden boys sitting 
in a group, as they approached one asked “who won?” “Dayrell' said 
Basil, using the local abbreviation, "how many by?’ 'Only two 
wickets' replied Peter. 

The relationship between the “Masters” son Peter, Basil and the 
Farm & Garden boys was unusual in those days, but “Mr John” 
wanted his son to grow up to be a tolerant person, not a snobby 
“them & us” type. Basil had heard him say many times, “on the field 
of battle in Africa, all men were equal, whether officer, or the lowest 
rank”’. 

By the time dusk became dark, most had drifted off, all saying ‘I’d 
best get me Sunday boots clean for Church in the mornin’. Peter & 
Basil wended there way towards the big house, said goodnight, and 
went their separate ways. 

‘Did you have a good afternoon?’ asked Elsie; “yes thank you 
Mother’ said Basil, “Dayrell won by two wickets”. ‘It was rather 
good of Mr John to offer to take you, but I suppose as you and Peter 
are such good friends.’ ‘I expect it was Peters idea in the first place,’ 
said Basil grinning. ‘The lunch was nice, and the cricket tea too!’ 
‘You won’t be wanting any supper tonight then?’ his mother queried, 
‘just some Cocoa please’ he replied. 


In later years “The Fox” was the home of the Edrich family, Bill 
and John Edrich Both played Cricket for England. Also Eric and 
Brian Edrich were both County players. 


Next day after morning service, Peter asked Basil ifhe would 
like to go for a ride after lunch, Basil said, ‘Yes please, what time?’ 
‘Be in the yard about 2-30, I’ll tell the grooms when I go back,’ said 
Peter. ‘OK, I’ll go and get my riding clothes out’ Basil replied, he 
liked to ride, he and Peter had started riding when they were about 4 
years old, they had shared Peters’ Shetland pony, and then shared a 
little Welsh Cob until they were big enough to ride a couple of the 
smaller horses. 

They set off at a walking pace to let their mounts loosen up, 
and to let their midday meal settle. They eventually cantered across 
the parkland, avoiding low branches of the Oak trees that were dotted 
around the Park. There was no ’Avenue” of trees like there was at 
Stowe, Morton house sat to one side of the Park just outside of the 
village, although there were Horse Chestnut trees along either side of 
the Buckingham road. Then they left the park and proceeded across a 
lane and into a large wood; here they walked the horses quietly along 
the ridings, until they came out at the other side, and onto some 
farmland. Crossing towards the farm buildings, the farmer’s son 
Charlie hailed them. They knew Charlie, as he sometimes came over 
to one of the estate farms, where he was “walking out” with Mr 
Stubbs’ daughter called Alice. ‘Hello young sirs, do your nags need a 
drink?’ He enquired. ‘Don’t let father hear you calling these beauties 
nags’, laughed Peter, ‘they cost a mint of money’. Charlie grinned, 
‘No offence meant Mr Peter’. ‘None taken’ Peter replied. 

They watered the horses, and took a drink themselves from 
the pump in the yard, ‘Getting a bit sticky; mused Charlie, ‘likely be 
a thunderstorm later this evening, best not travel too far, where you 
heading?’ ‘We thought we would ride as far as Wicken’ Peter 
replied, ‘I just hope you young gents don’t get wet, I should say 
Lillingtone Lovell would be far enough’ 
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The two boys carried on across the fields, towards 
Lillingstone Lovell Manor, and than in the big field behind the 
church, turned right to get onto the road into the village, and turned 
right again for the church, they stood with the horses under the trees 
for a while and then remounted turned back in the direction they had 
just come, carried on towards Deanshanger then left onto the 
Paulerspury road. The horses were now pushed along at a fast trot on 
the road until they reached a left fork, and they then entered a Copse 
known as “Buckingham thick”. The sun was still quite high in the 
sky, but as they came out into the Park again, Basil pointed to the 
southwest, ‘that cloud looks a bit daunting’ he said, Peter looked 
where Basil had indicated. ‘Um, I think we shall have plenty of time, 
there isn’t much wind today, that will take some time to get here’. 
Basil agreed, but even so, they set off at a canter across the park, 
scattering some of the Bullocks grazing there, ‘old Jack Rose will 
complain if he sees us’ said Peter. ‘I expect he is having his Sunday 
afternoon lay down, he and his wife will be reading the Sunday 
paper’ he said with a sly wink, Basil grinned inwardly. They might 
only be twelve years old, but living in the country, they were quite 
worldly wise! They had watched the antics of some of the garden & 
farm boys with some of the girls in the big barn! 

Soon the boys were crossing the “Home Paddocks” behind 
the stables, and slowed to a walk, it wouldn’t do to arrive after a 
Sunday ride with the horses all lathered up! Fred Rogers, one of the 
grooms met them and after the boys had taken off the saddles, he 
took the horses across to the trough for a drink, meanwhile the boys 
went to the “Tack room”, put the saddles on their “Trees”, wiped 
them down, and, applied a saddle soap cloth over them and then, 
gave them a gentle polish Peter’s father had told them from an early 
age that they should always look after their “tack” themselves, then if 
there was a problem, they would spot it, and not be able to blame the 
Grooms if anything untoward happened. 

While they worked Rogers came in with the bridles, and the boys 
took them and gave them the treatment also, satisfied, they sneaked 
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off round to the kitchen to scrounge a drink from cook or one of her 
helpers. One of her helpers was in the kitchen cutting sandwiches for 
tea. “Hello Gwenny” said Basil, ‘have you got any Lemonade please’ 
he queried. “There is some in the Ice box, but don’t take too much, or 
I will have to make some more for tea rime” she giggled, Gwenny 
was about 14 years old, and very bright, she didn’t know it then, but 
the cook had her lined up to train as assistant cook, she was very 
reliable, and very competent at any task she was given. “OK” said 
Peter, we had a drink at Charlie’s place on our way out”, and he went 
on to explain where they had been on their ride. “I do wish I could 
come riding with you one day” she smiled, “must be nice sitting up 
there looking over the hedges’n things, and looking at all the 
animals”. “I don’t know about that,” said Peter, *can you ride”? He 
asked looking at her gangly figure, “I used to ride my Uncles old 
Cob, it was a bit old and Rheumaticky, but I enjoyed it all the same, 
no saddle mind yer, just an old sack for a seat”! “I don’t think Father 
would approve,” said Peter, we will have to see” 
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Basils Pond 


It is now Summer 1926: both boys are doing well in their 
studies, and Basil especially well in sports, starting to play a little 
Tennis as well. Peter has been practicing at Badminton, and is quite 
accomplished, certainly having a good eye for small flying objects. 
In the last week of July, Peter and his family set off in the Rolls on 
the way to France for a holiday. Basil felt a little envious, but had 
plenty to do, apart from some swatting prior to returning to School at 
the end of the summer holidays. 

He was also interested in wildlife, he had discovered a 
secluded pond a couple of miles away in some rather overgrown 
farmland near what was called “Old Tun Copse”’, here he had 
discovered some wonderful Dragonflies, Frogs, Toads and many 
varied water creatures. One evening he watched a family of Foxes 
coming down for a drink from the shelter of some bushes about 20 
feet away, after they had returned to their Den, he scouted round for 
a better hide to the Northeast of the pond, he discovered a thicket 
much closer, only about 10 feet away. So on another day he went 
back carrying a “Billhook”, and cleared himself a Den amongst the 
bushes, laying some light branches down for a floor, and then 
covered them with some Bracken & Ferns. He had a marvellous view 
of the water from there, and upwind of the prevailing Southwest 
wind, Basil had had spent a lot of time here, noting down in his 
notebook all the various birds, Butterflies and all kinds of smaller 
creatures taking refreshment at the pond, there were also family of 
Bank Voles (Water rats), and they were to be seen scurrying about on 
the bank, and swimming rapidly in the water, there were also 
Moorhens and a family of Coots, it was quite a busy place. On one 
occasion late one evening, he saw a Spotted Deer Doe with her fawn 
at the pond drinking, and noted that he must stay late again 
sometime, He showed his notebook to his father, who took a great 
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interest in his sons notes, with comments such as; ‘I didn’t realise 
there were Deer near here, and did you really see the Foxes’, and 
Basil assured him that it was so. 

With Mr John and the family away in France, there was 
plenty to do for the ladies of the household, extra cleaning to do, and 
as the autumn was approaching, curtains to change, although all the 
main rooms had internal shutters, there were still draughts to content 
with, and the full-length winter curtains helped to alleviate them. 
There was now a reliable ‘Bus service to Northampton from the 
village, and one Friday Mr Brown announced at breakfast, I’m going 
into Northampton on the ‘Bus this morning, there is one at 9-15, and 
I hope to return on the 3-15 this afternoon, I have some business to 
do for Mr John”. By 3-45 William Brown had returned to the 
apartment, and Basil made his father a cup of tea, ‘do you require 
anything to eat’ said Basil, ‘Mother has left some cold meat in the 
Pantry”, “I had Lunch in Adams’s opposite All Saints Church thank 
you all the same, I will have something to eat when your Mother 
comes in later’. He then finished his cup of tea and went out towards 
the Hall. 

Just after 4 o’clock, having left his parents a note to say that 
he had made himself some sandwiches and a bottle of Robinsons 
Cordial, he went off, and would be back in time for supper. He set 
off in the direction of the pond, and then spotted Gwenny sitting on a 
fence watching the horses in the home paddock. ‘Hello Gwenny, 
what are you up to?’ ‘It’s my half day off today, so I came out to 
enjoy the sunshine, where are you going?’ said Gwenny. ‘I’m going 
to watch the Dragonflies & birds at my secret pond he replied, would 
you like to come with me?’ Basil enquired. ‘Where’s that at?’ said 
Gwenny. ‘About half an hours walk across the fields’. ‘I’m game“ 
said Gwenny smiling at him, ‘we had better get going then’ said 
Basil’. 

They walked on steadily exchanging small talk; she asked 
him how often he went to the pond. ‘Most days over the last couple 
of weeks, I only found it by accident when I was out riding the day 


26 


after Peter went on holiday’. “’I have made a hide to watch from, I 
have made it quite comfortable, with some Bracken and ferns to sit 
on, and there is a lovely view of the pond’. He led her around the 
small copse, so that anything at the pond would not get their scent, 
and they went into the hide, ‘Ooh it’s cosy in here’. ‘Shush, said 
Basil, “you have to be very quiet, or you will frighten the wildlife 
off’, Gwenny said she was sorry, and would whisper instead. 

After an hour or so they shared the sandwiches and had a 
drink from the bottle. And then Gwenny whispered to Basil, ‘I shall 
have to go for a pee, I won’t be long, shortly after she returned, Basil 
had to make the same excuse, and crept quietly out of the den. When 
he returned Gwenny gave him, a big smile, ‘there was a big bird with 
long legs and a long beak, it came down, and went off with a little 
fish’, Basil said that it was a Heron, he had seen it several times 
before. 

Then Gwenny gave Basil a bit of a shock, ‘d’ ya wanna see 
me tits?’ she whispered in his ear, Basil looked at her rather startled, 
‘what do you mean?’ he spluttered, ‘would you like to see my tits, 
I'll get them out if you like’. Still rather startled he said ‘OK if you 
want to’. 

Gwenny unbuttoned her blouse, to reveal a pair of quite well 
formed breasts, with delicate pink nipples, with a slightly darker ring 
surrounding them. ‘Do you like them? You can touch them if you 
wish, don’t be shy’. She took his hand and held it so that it cupped 
the breast from below, ‘do you like it’ said Gwenny. ‘I’ve never done 
this before’ said Basil. ‘Wet you finger and gently rub around the 
nipple, the pink bit’, Gwenny said. He did as she asked, and the 
nipple started to harden, ‘why is it doing that’ he asked, ‘it makes me 
feel good’ she said. ‘Are you going to show me your thingy?’ 
Gwenny said, pointing to his groin. ‘Why do you want to see that’ 
Basil mumbled, ‘I’ve shown you my tits, so now I want to see what 
you’ve got, you know what it’s for, I’ve seen you looking through 
the cracks in the barn walls watching the farm Boys poking those 
two housemaids’. ‘Shall I get it out for myself? she said, as she 
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started to undo his fly buttons, Basil blushed crimson. ‘That looks a 
good sample, and you’ve been cut too (circumcised), much nicer 
than having that smelly ol’ skin on the end, I don’t like that at all’. 
She bent over, and touched the tip of his penis with her tongue, he 
gave a shudder as she continued, ‘like that do you? Never had 
anyone do that to you before have you?’ ‘No’, but it is nice, don’t 
stop’ but Gwenny stopped, ‘mustn’t keep on, or you’ll be fetching 
too quickly, we got to make it last’. Basil looked disappointed, ‘don’t 
worry she whispered, if we don’t have too much fun today, there will 
be plenty more times, let me sit between you legs with my back to 
you, and you keep on playing with my nipples, give me some 
enjoyment, we can’t have a shag because it is the wrong week; you 
know, I have to wear a towel between my legs’. Basil was even more 
confused; he had no idea what she was talking about, why did she 
need to wear a towel? He gently massaged her nipples, she turned her 
head and kissed him full on the lips, “keep still, just carry on kissing 
and rubbing me, now put your tongue between my lips and push it in 
and out, that’s it? she mumbled, after a few minutes she started to 
writhe about, and then suddenly she gave a long moan, Basil was 
startled, but carried on as he had been bidden. Then Gwenny broke 
off the kiss, and said ‘you can stop now darling, that was the best 
French kiss and titty rub I have ever had, you really made me come 
hard!’ 

‘Now it is your turn, lay on your back, and close you eyes’. 
Basil lay back, ‘what are you going to do?’ he asked, ‘I am going to 
give you the best feelings that you have ever had’. She took his 
genitals in her hands, gently holding and caressing them, very gently 
until he was fully aroused, ‘that is some weapon you have there, and 
I’m looking forward to our next time when it is inside me’. Basil 
moaned quietly, as she continued her caressing, she could feel it 
growing ever stronger, harder, shortly she could feel his movements, 
as he approached his climax, timing it to perfection she moved her 
head away and stroked the hard shaft as he ejaculated strongly onto 
his own belly. ‘How did you like that then boy?’ ‘I’ve never 


28 


experienced anything like that before, much better than rubbing it off 
myself” said Basil, now losing his embarrassment, and feeling much 
bolder, “and I really enjoyed rubbing your tits”. She smiled at him, ‘I 
wouldn’t have done it, but really wanted you to do it to me, I have 
really taken a shine to you, I can’t wait until the next time’. They lay 
there on the Bracken, kissing, ‘I can see I shall have to take you in 
hand’ she said, as she put her hand down the waistband of his 
trousers, ‘your getting hard again already! I think we ought to be 
getting back, give me a ten minute start, so we don’t arrive together, 
Pll wait for you on Sunday by the second stile, OK?’ ‘Yes, alright 
what time’, ‘I’ll leave at 2-30” said Gwenny, and she left the hide. 


When Basil got home, he washed and went into the living 
room, ‘your just in time for supper’ said his mother, ‘did you have a 
nice afternoon?’ ‘Yes thank you, there was quite a lot of activity, and 
a Heron came down and caught a fish, no sign of the Foxes tonight, 
(remembering what had transpired, they had more than likely been & 
gone!). 


The Camera 


After supper they were sitting out on the little balcony that 
which looked out to the East over the park, this had been built on Mr 
Johns’ instructions, although at this time of year the foliage on the 
trees obscured some of the workers cottages they could still see most 
of the park. 

‘Now young man”, said William, (gosh thought Basil, surely 
he didn’t follow us?), “we have seen all these notes of yours, and 
don’t think we don’t believe you, because we do, but you need to be 
able to show what you are seeing as well’. ‘When I was in 
Northampton today, I saw just the thing for you, it is a good quality 
Ziess Ikon camera, please learn to use it properly, and whatever you 
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do, don’t lose it, it was rather a lot of money”! (What William didn't 
tell Basil was, that Mr John had ordered it for him, and William had 
to collect it from the Photographic dealers in Gold Street). Basil 
thanked him profusely, and Elsie, who of course knew all about it, 
beamed at her son. ‘Thank you very much both if you, I will take 
every care of it’. ‘There is also a book on Photographic techniques 
with it to give you some guidance’. 

Basil used his usual enthusiasm for learning into practice, studying, 
the instruction book for the camera, and more or less learning it off 
by heart, the same with the book on technique, this he pored over for 
hours, but always in his mind was the fact that Sunday would soon 
be here. However, he was on his way to the pond on the Wednesday 
afternoon, and after crossing two fields, he heard a low whistle, as he 
looked in the direction of the sound, he spotted Gwenny a few yards 
away from him. ‘What are you doing here this time of day’ queried 
Basil, ‘Emily’s sister is getting married on Saturday, so I have 
swapped duties with her, so I have the afternoon off, can I come with 
you?’ ‘Of course, let’s go’. They soon made the trip to the hide, Basil 
cut some more ferns to put on the floor, and Gwenny arranged them. 
As soon as he came back in, she put her arms around him, and kissed 
him firmly on the lips, ‘let’s sit down and look at the pond’ she said, 
Basil pointed out several interesting things to her, and he opened his 
bag and showed her his new camera, ‘it’s only for taking the wildlife, 
although I would like to take a picture of you, but I had better wait 
awhile before I do that’. Just then the Heron put in an appearance, 
quickly Basil set up the camera, and took a photo. 

However, his new found boldness began to take control of his 
feelings, he gently placed his hand onto her left breast, Gwenny 
made no remark nor did she push him away, ‘can you undo 
buttons”? She said after a while, Basil fumbled with the buttons, she 
turned to face him, “it will be easier if you can see what you are 
doing”, shortly afterwards they were all undone and he, as instructed 
took her blouse right off, then Gwenny undid his shirt and took it off, 
Basil started to fondle her breasts again, Gwenny undid Basils’ belt 
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and undid his trouser flies she was on her knees now and said 
‘unbutton my skirt and take it off. Basil did as she requested, and 
noted she had no drawers on, and saw the light brown thatch between 
her legs. Gwenny pulled off his trousers and underpants. ‘Now she 

_ said in measured tones, we don’t want to rush things, just enjoy each 
others bodies, you have still got a lot to learn’. They started kissing 
again, she pressed against him and she noticed he was getting 
aroused, so she said ‘slow down, your getting too excited, let me 
show something else, you need to get me really hot! Just play with 
my breasts for now’, after a while she guided his hands down 
towards her flat belly, ‘now, gently put one of your fingers between 
my legs, and put it in my thing, you will find a little hard lump, down 
a bit more, that’s it, now rub it gently, that is called my clit, and it is 
very sensitive and makes me really want you in me’. ‘It’s the same as 
you do rubbing yourself off, I do it in bed thinking about you’. Basil 
stroked her very gently, and then Gwenny took his manhood in her 
hand and gently fondled it, it rose immediately, and she steadily 
stroked it until he started to moan a little, then she stopped, “why 
have you stopped?’ he whispered. ‘Because in a minute or two I am 
going to get astride you, Gwenny pushed him back onto the ferns, 
and slowly got astride him and grasping his manhood she entered it 
fully into herself and sank right down on him. At first she moved 
slowly. Then a little faster, Basil started to moan, then she started to 
moan and increased her movements now Basil was responding to her 
and thrusting upwards into her, then it was all over, with one mighty 
thrust they climaxed together, and she felt him pumping into her. 
She laid on top if him still penetrated, ‘How was that for your first 
time?’ She asked, ‘I have never experienced anything like that 
before, you certainly know how to do it properly’, ‘you wait until 
next time, it will be much better than that and you can ride me!’ ‘For 
your age that is a lovely tool you have there’. She rolled off of him, 
and lay panting; she took a handful of grass and wiped herself, and 
then did the same to Basil. A few minutes later Gwenny whispered, 
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‘there is a Deer by the pond’, quickly, Basil found the Camera, and 
as the Doe drank her fill he clicked the shutter. 

After about 45 minutes, Basil whispered, ‘what are these 
other things I am to learn?’ ‘Don’t be so impatient, it will all come in 
good time’. She leant over and kissed him, lovingly and longingly, ‘I 
feel in the mood again, are you?’ Gwenny said. His hand moved to 
the nape of her neck, and he ruffled her hair gently, than he started to 
slowly massage her back, ‘Ooh “she whispered, I like that, where did 
you learn to do that?’ ‘I’ve seen my father do that to my mother, and 
I know she likes it, he often does it after Sunday lunch, before they 
go up to read the Sunday paper, if you know what I mean!’ ’ Well 
that’s another name for having Sunday afternoon shag I suppose’ 
Gwenny said. She turned onto her front, ‘go right down to the crack 
of my bum, that really gets me going’, by now, her hand was 
caressing his Manhood gently, and it had the desired effect, ‘OK’, 
she said, turning onto her back ‘now for some more learning’, she 
pulled her knees up and opened ha legs wide, now put your fingers in 
there and while you are doing it imagine that it is your cock in there 
instead’. Basil worked away with his fingers, occasionally she moved 
his hand slightly for a better effect, now she was moving with his 
actions, she went faster and so he went fast, all of a sudden she 
reached her climax with a loud groan, Basil carried on until she 
pushed his hand away; he sat back on his haunches, ‘look at your 
cock now, get it in quick, I want it again’. Basil needed no second 
bidding, he thrust into her really hard, ‘harder, harder’ she 
whispered, ‘I’m nearly there’ he gasped, ‘just keep going’ she said, 
then as if by magic, they climaxed together. Later Basil said, ‘aren’t 
you afraid of having a baby?’ ‘No, my older sister has given me a 
diaphragm (a Dutch cap) it stops your spunk getting to me and 
making a baby, you don’t want me to have one do you?’ ‘Gosh no, 
what would my parents say about that if we did?’ ‘Well, said 
Gwenny, I would be out of a job, and you would be paying for it for 
the next sixteen years, unless you were old enough to marry me, 
which you aren’t, I shall keep on using it’ ‘I like you doing it to me, 
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and I am sure YOU like doing it to me’ ‘Gosh yes’, said Basil, ‘I 
would like to keep on doing it forever’. ‘At the moment it’s really 
good’ said Gwenny, “you never know, in a few years time we might 
get wed, and what would they all say about that?’ Basil grinned at 

_ her, ‘it all depends if you find someone who shags better than me’. 
“You’re the best so far,’ and she bent over and gave him a long 
lingering kiss, ‘Hello’ she exclaimed, ‘look, he’s wanting it again’ 
pointing to Basils’ penis, ‘only have to kiss you, and he stands up for 
fine weather!’ ‘Yes’ said Basil, ‘and look at your nipples, standing 
out like Chapel hat pegs they are’ and he touched one gently, 
‘Enough for today my lad, now the master is back, I am on dinner 
duty tonight, and Peter and his mother will be back tomorrow 
afternoon, they have stopped off in London to see some people’. 
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The family return from France 


Just after noon the next day, the Rolls pulled silently under 
the portico, Gray the chauffeur had taken Mr John down to the office 
early in the morning, and then collected Peter and his mother from 
their friends home, and returned them to Morton Hall. Peter jumped 
out of the Rolls and sprinted round into the Stable yard, and up to the 
Brown’s’ apartment over the Coachouse, ‘Basil are you there’ he 
called. Basil appeared out of the door, ‘hello Peter, did you have a 
good holiday?’ ‘No, not really, very boring most of the time, wished 
you could have come with us!’ (Not me thought Basil; I wouldn't 
have got to shag Gwenny for the last two and a half weeks). ‘Never 
mind’ said Basil, ‘perhaps another time’. ‘What have you been up to 
yourself whilst ’ve been away?’ asked Peter (‘up to is the operative 
word’, Basil grinned inwardly). “My father has bought me a Camera, 
a Ziess Ikon no less, I have to collect my first photos from the 
Chemist’s in Towcester tomorrow’, “That sounds great, what did you 
take with it?’ “Some Deer, some Foxes, and quite a few birds, I only 
used one film for a start, to see how my technique would be, I did 
read the handbook and another book he bought at the same time, so I 
am hoping for some reasonable pictures’. 

“When do you go back to school Peter?’ asked Basil, ‘not 
until the 29th’. 

‘I have to go on the 25th’ Basil replied. Peter added, ‘I would much 
rather be at the Grammar School with you, than at Goldsmiths, at 
least I would be home every night’, ‘yes, but you are there to learn 
more of the business side of things, whereas I am taking my 
Matriculation, learn history and geography etc’. ‘That’s as may be, 
but I do find it as dry as dust sometimes, by the way, I shall start to 
be a “Saturday boy” in fathers office when I go back, to get a feel of 
the business, only for four hours, then my time is my own’. ‘Oh 
that’s good, at least you will be getting your feet under a desk, and 
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get to grips with what is what’. ‘Not for a start, Father says I have to 
work in the warehouses for at least two school terms, I am not 
looking forward to that much’. ‘Well I suppose that is a way of 
learning the business from the ground up as they say’ said Basil. 

- Of course, I might only be fourteen, but if I was an ordinary artisans 
son, I would be starting work for real’. ‘Shall we meet after lunch?’ 
said Peter, “OK, what shall we do?’ ‘A ride?’ Basil asked, ‘yes, why 
not, P’ll ask one of the grooms to have a couple ready for 2 0’clock, 
that OK with you?’ ‘See you there’ said Basil. 

They set off down the drive, crossing the road and passing 
down the track opposite the entrance to the Hall drive, and passed the 
“Home Farm” away on their right, the land went gently downhill for 
about three quarters of a mile, and then over the brook then the 
ground rose quite sharply for another half a mile, the remains of the 
old windmill stood on the ridge, and now they gained the road past it 
down into the village. They stopped to water their mounts at the 
spring which flowed out at the bottom of the wall below the “White 
Horse” public house yard in the centre of the village, then they were 
off again, crossing the triangular ‘square’ to the Abthorpe road, 
passing the Butchers shop with it’s own slaughter yard, past 
“Rookery Farm”, a large house in what was known as “Puddledock”, 
where at one time the clay for brick making was ““Puddled”,, i.e. 
mixed with water; and then down the hill towards “West End”, they 
turned left up the lane, which was not exactly the “Kings Highway”, 
past Brick’ Il’ (the old clay pit), the first major building was “The 
Chequers”, a public house on the right, and opposite this was a 
Farmhouse, and a little further on a shop on the left, then there were 
quite a few cottages on either side of the lane, there were some farm 
entrances, and a couple of sawmills, eventually they came out onto 
the Brackley road and turned left. After travelling a few hundred 
yards, they passed the Dadford road and then turned right to stop at 
the lodges at the end of Stowe Avenue, this led to what had been the 
Duke of Buckingham’s residence, but which was now the famous 
“Stowe School”. The gatekeeper came out of his lodge, touched his 
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cap and bid a ‘good afternoon young Mr Peter, I hope you and your 
friend are having a good ride’, ‘Yes thank you, we are soon to return 
to school, so we are making the best of it’, Peter tossed the man a 
coin, and went through the gates and stopped at a water trough the 
horses took a drink, and the boys slaked their thirst from the pump 
that fed the trough. Then they cantered up the Avenue for about a 
quarter mile and then turned left off of the Avenue and cantered 
across the soft grassland, the afternoon was hot for September, and 
the sun beat down out of a cloudless sky. ‘Shame you have to go 
back to school on Monday Basil’ said Peter, ‘I don’t mind’ replied 
Basil, ‘at least I get home in the afternoon, although I do have some 
studying to do some evenings’. 

Peter moaned, ‘we have study every evening except Friday, but even 
then I sometimes bring work home’. They had covered the mile and a 
half or so round the end of “Wild Wood” and up through “Cheese 
Copse” quite quickly, ‘we’ll let the horses trot now’ said Peter, 
‘we’ve only eight or nine hundred yards or so to go now’. And they 
gently trotted the rest of the way up the lane back to the road, crossed 
into the drive and round to the stables. After they had wiped their 
‘tack’ down they went by way of the kitchen door. “Hello Gwenny, 
can we have a cool drink please?” said Peter politely, ‘of course sir’ 
she said winking at Basil, ‘what would you like? There is Lemon & 
Barley, or orange squash’, ‘Lemon & Barley please’ he said, ‘same 
for me please’ said Basil: then as Peter was looking out of the door, 
Gwenny held up 7 fingers to Basil and raised her eyebrows at him, 
Basil nodded quickly, and she had evidently managed to scrounge an 
evening off again. 

Gwenny was waiting at the second stile for him as usual, as 
soon as they were behind the shelter of the hedge, Gwenny grabbed 
him and kissed him long & hard, ‘Gosh, I‘ve been waiting all day to 
tell you I have swapped with one of the others, .she wants tomorrow 
evening off, and I have the afternoon free after tea’. 

They crept into the hide, and looked out over the pond, the foxes 
were just coming over the bank to drink, the cubs were squealing and 
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having mock fights, the Vixen was looking around warily for any 
sign of trouble but there was none, and they all got their noses down 
to the water. After they had departed noisily, there was quiet at the 
pool, then Basil saw a movement to his left, The Doe and her Fawn 

- were coming down to drink, nervously the Doe sniffed the air, the 
foxes’ scent was perhaps still around on the still air, she encouraged 
the Fawn to drink, and then when it had had it’s fill, she stood over it 
whilst drinking herself, they moved quietly away and then as a Heron 
arrived they scampered off into the overgrown pasture. The Heron 
sat for a few minutes on a low branch on the shaded side of the pool 
and then shot off like a rocket to grab a fish from the other side 
where the evening light was still good. Gwenny spoke quietly, ‘I’m 
glad we come here, not just for a shag, but I am getting quite 
interested in the Birds and animals’, ‘Oh good’ said Basil, ‘that eases 
my conscience a little’, ‘how do you mean’ said Gwenny, ‘it means 
that I feel that we have something more in common than just 
shagging each other’. Gwenny laughed, ‘I wouldn’t do it with you if 
I didn’t have feelings for you’ she said as she put her hands to his 
groin, ‘earlier in the year we could watch birds & animals doing it 
too, that would really make me really horny’. 

After the lovemaking, they started back, Gwenny making a 
direct line for the house, and Basil taking a slightly longer and 
devious route, although he could still see her, and gauge the time he 
would arrive after her. 


Basil’s first pictures 


The next morning Peter came to the Browns’ apartment 
before nine o’clock, ‘Mother is going into Towcester in the Morris 
Oxford, to do some shopping, do you want to come and get your 
photo’s?’ ‘Yes please, what time are you going?’ “About nine 
fifteen’ said Peter. ‘Ok, I will be ready at ten past’. Although he and 
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Peter had been friends most of their lives, he didn’t really know 
Peters mother all that well, she had been quite a retiring type of 
person, she spent a lot of time with her daughter when she was not at 
school, and although she was President of the local Women’s 
Institute, she was not really the type for that job, much too shy, but in 
a small village, that title goes with your husbands position in the 
village. (Another family in the village had connections with the 
REAL Aristocracy, but the Lady of the house apparently refused 
point blank “to have anything to do with those common village 
women” 

The odd thing was, Mrs Bevington could often be seen 
wearing a large floppy hat, strong boots, and a sacking apron 
working alongside the gardeners, and it turned out that she was quite 
an accomplished Plants-woman, and many of the garden layouts 
were to her design, and mainly planted by her. The gardeners mainly 
did the digging, weeding and other menial tasks. One very amusing 
incident occurred over mowing the lawns, Mr John had purchased a 
new “ATCO” petrol lawn mower, but none of the gardeners would 
touch it! Mrs Bevington had remonstrated with the foreman gardener 
over it, ‘it’s no different to driving a car” she told him, “I don’t drive 
a car Ma’am' he whined, 'I’ll soon alter that, I'll get Gray to give you 
lessons’. Whereupon she took a quick look at the instruction book, 
started it up and gingerly ran it down the length of the lawn and back, 
‘now is that difficult’? She asked, not to be out done by a woman the 
foreman said, ‘Begging your pardon Ma’am, I don’t read that well, 
will you show me the levers and I’ll have a try’. She quickly showed 
him what was what (much to the amusement of his minions), he went 
off down the lawn a little erratically, but returned grinning all over 
his face, ‘now that wasn’t that difficult was it’? Rather shamefaced 
he whispered ‘no Ma’am’, ‘Report to Mr Gray at the Coachouse nine 
am sharp on Sunday morning, he will give you instructions in the 
Morris Oxford until it is time for Matins at eleven, and wear your 
Sunday suit!’ 
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Basil had also seen her seated on a stool in the greenhouse 
potting plants, in fact she had made quite a few hybrid varieties, and 
to everyone’s astonishment, was awarded a gold medal by the Royal 
Horticultural Society for a new rose variety, named “Maria 
_ Bevington”. This raised her standing no end in W.L. Circles; she 
became a different person, now she was “someone” in her own right 
not just the “Squires wife”, and she was in demand at W.I. meetings 
all over the county, to give talks on gardening topics, and W.L. 
Groups visited “her” garden from all over. 

They set off for Towcester in the Morris Oxford, ‘I shall not 
be very long, I only have to call in to Roberson’s the Ironmongers, 
and then into Mr Faireys Shop, so when Basil has collected his 
photo’s and you have both spent you sweet money (she handed Basil 
some money) please return at once to the car’. Fifteen minutes later 
they were on their way back, having all looked a Basil’s first attempt 
at photography, which to be honest were quite good! ‘You had better 
come in the house and show those to Mr John’ she said, this puzzled 
Basil a little, why would Mr John wish to his pictures? (He of course 
did not know that Mr John had bought the camera for him) 

They arrived back, and Mrs Bevington led them in to the house, and 
said to the maid who was in the hallway ‘where is Mr John, Betty’. 
‘He is in the Morning room Ma’am’. ‘Thank you Betty, come on 
boys’ and then as an afterthought. ‘Will you bring tea for four into 
the morning room, Betty please’, ‘yes Ma’am, at once’. 

John was reading “The Times” when they entered, ‘Hello, 
what have we here, a deputation?’ ‘No dear, I thought you might like 
to see Basil’s photographs, he collected them this morning’. Mr John 
took the proffered photographs from Basil and laid them out on the 
table, ‘Well I know one thing young Basil, you’ve a very steady 
hand’, (‘Ifyou knew what I had been doing just before I took some of 
them, you would be surprised that my hands were steady’ Basil 
thought). ‘Thank you sir, I did spend a long time reading the books 
my father bought with the camera’. ‘These are really excellent for a 
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beginner, but don’t get a swelled head over what I have just said, I 
am only a layman on the subject’. They finished their cups of tea, 
and then Basil said ‘I had better go and show my father, may I go to 
the Butlers’ Pantry?’ ‘Of course’ said Mr John. 

His father was sitting talking to his deputy, when Basil 
knocked on the door, ‘Enter! Oh, hello Basil, got your photo’s?’ ‘Yes 
father, would you like to see them? Mr John asked to see them, and 
he said they are good for a beginner!’ William looked at them 
slowly, ‘they are very good, how did you get them so close?’ “Your 
mother is at home now, she is off for the rest of the day, go and show 
them to her’. 

After showing them to his mother, she said ‘I have something 
for you here’, and she opened her “‘private” cupboard, and gave him 
a flat parcel. ‘Open it’ his mother said, Basil opened it with 
trembling hands, he didn’t often get two present in such a short space 
of time, in the parcel was a photograph album with dark brown pages 
that had small angled cuts to put the corners of the photo’s in to keep 
them in place, ‘thank you mother very much’, and gave her a kiss on 
the cheek, ‘I have also bought you a pen and a bottle of white ink, so 
that you can write under the pictures’. Basil once again thanked her 
profusely for her gift 

Immediately after lunch Basil left for the pond, they had 
arranged to meet there, as neither was sure what time they could get 
away. Gwenny was already there when Basil arrived ‘Hello 
Sweetheart’ she whispered, ‘there is a lot going on today, the 
Moorhens had a fight with the Coots, not quite sure who won, there 
has been a Kingfisher here also’. ‘Are you sure it was a Kingfisher? 
They only usually go by running water!’ ‘Yes, Mrs Bevington got 
this little book for me when she went into Mr Faireys shop this 
morning, and I looked to see what the bird was, look! There it is 
again!’ she pointed to a branch about three feet above the water, sure 
enough there was a Kingfisher, the camera clicked almost silently, 
but the Kingfisher heard it and was off in a flash of blue feathers. 
Suddenly Basil heard a footfall near by, he put his hand on Gwenny’s 
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wrist, but she had heard it also, ‘keep still’! He whispered they lay 
there on there stomachs with the book in front of them, ‘found you!’ 
whispered a familiar voice, Basil half turned ‘hello Father, what are 
you doing here?’ “I thought I would see if my old tracking skills 
were still up to the job! ‘What’s Gwenny doing here?’ he queried, 
thinking quickly and truthfully Basil replied ‘Gwenny has an interest 
in wildlife too, she asked Mrs Bevington to get her this book today’. 
*That’s good, a girl needs something better to think about other that 
love stories & Babies, what have you seen today?’ ‘Gwenny was 
here first, and saw a Kingfisher, rather unusual over still water, but 
then it came back again, but the camera shutter scared it off, but I 
think I got a picture OK’ ‘Very good’ said William, ‘I’1l not hinder 
you, I’ve got some work to do for your mother, you certainly made 
this nice & comfortable’ He winked at Gwenny and went quietly out 
of the hide. ‘He’s guessed what we are up to, I bet you get some 
funny looks from your Ma when you get home’. Basil slipped out of 
the hide and cautiously looked back towards the Hall, his father was 
just climbing the stile nearest the hide. ‘Give it another ten minutes 
and he’ll be back home doing mothers bidding’ said Basil. Gwenny 
said ‘I’ve borrowed Betty’s watch so I won’t be late for the teatime 
shift, I am only serving today’. She caressed his hair, ‘what will we 
do after today? I’m working all day Sunday, and your back at school 
on Monday’. ‘We’ll work something out’ said Basil, ‘what we’ll do 
in the winter is another thing, can’t go watching animals in the dark!’ 
They made love gently and slowly, and when they had finished, She 
said ‘five minutes and I shall have to go’, ‘don’t forget to put the date 
by the Kingfisher, then you will keep a record like I do of sightings’. 
‘That’s a good idea’ replied Gwenny, ‘lend me your pencil,’ “I just 
did’ joked Basil as he passed the pencil to her. Gwenny kissed him 
gently and then crept silently out of the hide. Basil stayed for a few 
more minutes, and then set of by the direct route, now his father 
knew they were friends he didn’t care. 
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Gwenny & Peter 


On Monday Basil went off to school in the Morris Oxford, 
driven by one of the grooms who had tuition from Mr Gray the 
chauffeur and passed as OK by him (there was no driving test in 
those days). Basil was looking forward to starting Rugby football 
again, and also getting on with his general education. 

Later that morning, Peter returned from a ride and went into 
the kitchen, ‘hello Gwenny, can I have an orange squash please’, 
‘right away sir’, and she took a large jug from the ice box and poured 
a glass for him, Gwenny and the cook were busy preparing lunch, Mr 
John was at home today, and had some business friends taking lunch 
with him. The cook said ‘don’t be late back this afternoon, you have 
to serve the tea, I don’t know if the gentlemen will still be here or 
not, if they are, you will have to help Betty’. ‘That’s alright cook, I 
shall only go for a walk after we have served lunch’. Gwenny went 
outside to the rubbish bin, Peter was sitting on the wall drinking his 
squash . ‘Where do you go for walks then Gwenny’ Peter asked 
innocently, ‘usually across the fields towards Pury’ she replied, 
‘mind if I come too’ he asked. ‘If you like, but you had better not be 
seen leaving here with me, Whoever gets to the third stile from the 
corner of the stable first will wait for the other, is that OK?’ Peter 
nodded, ‘I'll see you there about 1-30?’ Gwenny nodded and walked 
back into the kitchen. 

When Gwenny arrived at the stile there was no sign of Peter, 
so she sat on the warm grass, and looked through her new bird book, 
Peter arrived, ‘what’s the book you have there?’ ‘It’s my new bird 
book, I asked your mother to get it for me on Saturday, I have 
already got three birds marked off that I have recognised including a 
Kingfisher’. “Surely there are no Kingfishers around here, there is no 
river nearby,’ he asked. ‘That is what Basil said until he saw it too’, 
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‘where?’ asked Peter, ‘that is a bit difficult, I should not have told 
you, it is at Basil’s secret pond, I will take you there if you promise 
on oath not to tell Basil that you have been there’. ‘I swear that I will 
not tell’ said Peter. ‘Come on then’ and he and Gwenny set off in the 
_ direction of the pond. When they arrived at the hide she said ‘we 
must be very quiet’, they lay looking out over the pond, a few birds 
fluttered about but nothing of any rarity. After a while Gwenny 
sneaked her hand under herself and undid some of her blouse 
buttons, then sat up and said ‘Would you like a drink of squash?’ 
Peter squatted on his haunches and drank from the bottle, as he 
lowered it he said ‘your blouse has come undone Gwenny’, ‘do you 
mind if I leave it open, it is rather hot, and there is no-one about, just 
us two’, ‘OK’ said Peter. She said ‘I thought if I showed you my tits, 
you might show me something of yours!’ ‘Such as?’ said Peter in all 
innocence. ‘How about getting your prick out, I’m sure it’s a nice 
one, shall I help myself?’ Peter put his hand down to his groin and 
slowly undid his fly, ‘don’t be shy Peter, I have seen others before, I 
have two brothers younger than me, and I have seen theirs, even 
washed them when they were babies’, ‘here let me help myself, you 
feel my tits, and I will play with your prick’ and she deftly slipped 
her hand in and extracted his manhood from his trousers. Unlike 
Basil he had not been circumcised and still had a foreskin, she took 
the end between thumb and finger and gently rolled it between them, 
with her other hand she took Peter’s hand and caressed her breasts 
with it. ‘Do it like that, it makes me feel really good inside, do you 
like what I am doing to you?’ as she felt a slight hardening of his 
penis, ‘I’ve never had anyone do that to me before, it is nice’, ‘I bet 
you rub it off every night thought, don’t you? I know I do it to 
myself all the time’. She could sense his mounting excitement so she 
slowed her movements, 

(I know one thing his is not as big as Basil’s) she thought. ‘Why have 
you stopped doing that?’ ‘Because we don’t want you finishing too 
soon do we?’ ‘Would you like to play with my thing? It will take 
your mind off of what I am doing’, she took his hand from her 
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breasts, and lifting her skirt placed his hand on her “Mount of 
Venus” she guided his finger in to where she wanted it, and said 
‘now gently rub that hard bit?’ Soon she was very aroused and 
wanted desperately make love, but decided to wait a little longer. She 
said to Peter *lay down on your back’, and as he did so she got 
astride of him and guiding his now very hard manhood into her, she 
started to move gently, she could see the wonderment in his eyes. 
‘What are you doing?’ he whispered, ‘giving you your first shag, try 
not to finish too soon, I want to come too’. ‘Is this what the farm 
boys and garden boys do with the housemaids?’ “Yes but they have 
to pull it out quick and hope they don’t make a babby, we can go all 
the way because I am wearing something inside me they haven’t got, 
a thing that stops girls having babies’. Although she was enjoying it 
with Peter, she said inwardly (I don’t want to shag him again, his 
prick is too small, it is not very long, and it’s thin also). She felt that 
he was about to ejaculate, but she was not yet there, ‘hold it back 
Peter or you will come before me’ then she felt him arch his back 
and felt the semen enter her, She jumped off, and kneeling put her 
hand down and finished herself off. 


Basil arrived home from school at about 4-20 pm, he went 
into the apartment, took off his school uniform and put on his 
“scruff” (these were not really scruffy, but he could go crawl through 
hedges or roll around with garden boys without getting his mother’s 
wrath on his back). He scribbled a note to his mother, “Back in time 
for supper, no homework today. Love Basil” and placed it by the 
hearth, where he knew she would see it. Then he picked up his bag 
and notebook, and headed for the pond. He lay quietly watching the 
various comings & goings, and the antics of the Moorhens as they 
chased the Coots away from their nests, and a Bank Vole sat 
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preening and sunning itself not 3 feet away from his face, completely 
oblivious of his presence. About 5-30 pm he felt something on the 
back of his leg, he put his hand down and felt a piece of grass, 
turning he saw Gwenny, ‘what are you doing here at this time, 
shouldn’t you be working?’ ‘We’ve finished serving tea, all the 
guests had already gone, so after I had washed up cook gave me two 
hours off, I had seen you setting off from the kitchen window’. 
‘Good’ said Basil, ‘what time have you to be back?’ By 7 o’clock 
latest. I have to cook the vegetables, but dinner is at 8-30 this 
evening’. ‘Here comes the Doe and Fawn!’ they watched as they 
drank nervously from the water, ‘funny isn’t it’ whispered Basil, ‘I 
have never seen a predator around when they are here’. ‘A predator, 
what’s one of them when it’s at home’ queried Gwenny. ‘A predator 
is a posh name for an enemy’ he answered softly. 

The deer moved off into the bushes. ‘Now young man how about it, I 
shall have to leave in about 20 minutes, so if you want a shag, and I 
definitely do,’ She turned to him and their lips met, and the kisses 
were fierce, hands explored bodies until it was finished, and they lay 
back panting. ‘Thank you darling that was even better than last time, 
(‘with Peter of course’ Gwenny thought). Then as she left, Basil said 
‘I have got to go for supper soon when are you off again’, ‘not sure, 
but if I can I will come down here tomorrow’ she replied. 


Next morning, Basil saw baggage being loaded into the Rolls, 
then came a knock on the door, it was Peter, ‘I’m off old chap’, ‘I 
thought you were not going back until next week’ said Basil. ‘I 
wasn’t, but Father has some travelling to do, so I am going back 
early, it is all arranged with the College’. ‘OK then Peter, see you at 
half term I expect’, they shook hands and Peter left. Basil went down 
to the yard, where Parry the groom was waiting for him, ‘mornin’ 
Basil, all ready?’ *Yes Mr Parry, ready when you are’. They chatted 
as Parry drove along, he asked him what it was like being a the 
Grammar School, ‘between you me & the gatepost, I think I am 
enjoying it more than Mr Peter is in London’, ‘OK Basil I 
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understand’, Parry was the sort of man you could trust with your life, 
never mind your word! 

After the lunch break, they had Rugby practice, when they 
had finished, the games master called Basil to one side, ‘although 
you are only fourteen years old, I am going to put you in as a first 
team reserve in Saturdays match against Wolverton Technical 
College’, Basil didn’t know what to say, ‘thank you very much sir, I 
did not expect to get picked for the first reserves never mind the first 
team, there are much better players than me!’ ‘Let me be the judge of 
that young Brown, I promise you whether the game goes badly or 
otherwise, you will get some time on the pitch’. ‘I need to see you 
play against a bit stiffer opposition than you get in the under fifteens, 
now run along, look forward to seeing you on Saturday morning’. 

Basil, understandably, was a little apprehensive, although he 
was well built for his age, some of their own forwards weighed a 
couple of stone more than he did, admittedly they were two or three 
years older. When at suppertime he told his parents, they were to say 
the least very pleased with his promotion to the first XV. When he 
met Gwenny the next afternoon, he said ‘Guess what, I am playing 
first team Rugby on Saturday’. ‘You mind you don’t get hurt, there’s 
some bigger boys play in the first team, I’ve seen’em, they are like 
great Bulls’ she said with a worried frown on her face. ‘Don’t worry, 
I can look after myself, I’ve had plenty of practice at school, and 
with the farm & garden boys, I shall be fine, not only that, I can 
outrun most of them’. 

They turned their attention to the pond, The Foxes came 
rough & tumbling through the undergrowth, the Cubs by now almost 
fully grown, one of them fell in the water with a shrill yapping, and 
splashed it’s way back to the bank, shook the water out of it’s coat 
over it’s siblings. Now the Vixen arrived, and peace was restored, 
they obviously knew who was boss! After about 10 minutes they 
went back the way they came. A Heron swooped down and took a 
fish at the first try, A Barn Owl swept by silently and accelerated 
upwards away from the left bank grasping a small mammal of some 
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kind, it’s evening meal for that day no doubt! Shortly afterwards the 
Doe and Fawn arrived, the Doe as usual peering around nervously 
for any enemies, Basil whispered, ;I’m sure she waits until the Foxes 
have gone before she comes out of the bushes, and she always comes 
- out downwind of the pond’. ‘I’m sure you’re right’ Gwenny replied, 
‘when I was here on my own the other evening, the wind had gone 
round to the South East and she came in more from my right, 
although I didn’t see the Foxes at all that time!’ ‘She must get our 
scent sometimes I’m sure’ said Basil, ‘but it doesn’t seem to worry 
her’. 

Gwenny spoke after while, ‘Do you want me to give you a rub or 
whatever? You know it is the wrong week this week’. ‘No that’s OK, 
I’ve got to keep my strength up for Saturday!’ and gave a quiet 
chuckle. ‘I am sure I don’t take that much out of you’ giggled 
Gwenny. It was getting towards dusk as they both left the hide, and 
turned back towards the Hall. 
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The saga of Betty and Gerald 
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Major Gerald Wright. 


One Friday afternoon, Gray had picked up Peter from 
school in the Rolls, Mr John had returned the evening before 
from his business trip, and he (Peter) was having an afternoon 
cup of tea with his father. Jackson, the caretaker/doorman 
knocked on the open office door, ‘yes Jackson, what is it?’ ‘There 
is a Major Wright at the door asking to see you sir’, ‘good Lord, 
show him in immediately’. Major Gerald Wright was ushered 
into the office, his left arm was in a sling, and he looked a little 
unwell. ‘Hello old man; John said as he shook his hand, what the 
devil are you doing here, come to that what have you been doing 
to yourself?’ said Mr John. ‘It is quite simple really, for the last 
couple of years or so, I have had some pain in my upper arm, at 
first I took it to be an ageing problem, but then six months ago it 
got so bad that I eventually went to see my doctor about it, he 
gave me a letter to give to a specialist in CapeTown, and he said 
he thought that he was almost sure what the pain was, so I had to 
go under one of those X-ray things, and what they found was 
rather odd; you remember I suffered shrapnel wounds on one 
occasion?’ ‘Yes I do’ said John. ‘Well I suppose it is not 
surprising that the field surgeon missed a tiny bit of it, and do you 
believe it had moved up my arm nearly five inches?’ ‘No!’ said 
John in amazement “Yes, that is perfectly true, however, the 
specialist said that it was so near an artery that he did not want to 
take the risk of operating, and suggested that I came to London 
for the operation!’ ‘Well I never! Got a bit of a wind up did he?’ 
‘It seems so, I took ship immediately, a fast steamer, booked 
myself in at King Teddy’s (King Edward VII Hospital for 
Officers), and after another X-ray picture, they operated and now 
I am as good as new’. He took a matchbox from his pocket and 
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opened it to show a piece of jagged metal about one centimetre 
long and 3 millimetres across. ‘There is the offending piece’. “So 
what are your plans now, said John. ‘I have been discharged from 
the hospital, but have to go to have the dressings changed every 
couple of days, I have booked into a small hotel not too far 
distant from there’. 

‘That is going to be somewhat boring for you, why don’t I 
have a word with the Hospital, tell them we have an excellent 
Matron on the estate who can do all your dressings, and you book 
out of that Hotel and come back with us this afternoon, the 
country air will do you good’. ‘Are you sure old chap, seems a bit 
of an imposition?’ ‘That is no problem at all, said Mr John, and 
of course you remember William Brown my Batman?’ ‘He is 
now my head butler, so you will have someone to talk over old 
times with, and also I am sure it would not be long before you 
can ride again, and William can take you around the local area’. 
“Thank you very much indeed, I will have to go and pack, but 
before I do, I have a shopping list for you, when I arrived I saw 
that “Night Hawk” was at the wharf, so if you have the goods, 
could you find space on board her for them?’ ‘She will not be 
sailing for at least three weeks, and I can arrange for a cabin for 
you as well if you wish, I myself will be sailing on her, to visit 
my Ceylon plantations”. ‘That would suit me fine indeed, thank 
you very much!’ 

Mr John called through to Jackson, ‘please ask Mr Gray 
to come here, I have an errand for him’ ’right away Sir’. When 
Gray arrived John told him to take Mr Wright back to his Hotel, 
and to assist him in packing, and to take him to the hospital and 
then bring him back to the office by 5-30 pm, Gray 
acknowledged him and left with Mr Wright. 

They arrived back at the Hall well in time for dinner; Mr 
John immediately called for tea in the Study, and asked Betty 
where Mrs Bevington was. She replied that she was she believed 
in the gardens somewhere, probably in one of the Greenhouses. 
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‘Please send someone to find her and to tell her that we have 
arrived with our guest’ he told her, ‘I will go myself sir, if you 
require anything further, Gwenny is in the Kitchen preparing tea’. 
‘That is a very pleasant young lady’ Said Mr Wright. ‘She most 
certainly is, we pride ourselves on our “home grown” staff here at 
the Hall, we try to make them all part of the family so to speak, 
we care for their education, their Christian moral values, and 
manners especially, we often have important business 
acquaintances here, and to have a rude member on our staff 
would be unthinkable’. ‘Quite so, I try to impart that kind of 
moral standing on my staff, but it is a problem at times, I must be 
honest, I now only have English or Boer staff at the house now, 
the native staff are OK for the manual work, don’t get me wrong, 
I am not nasty about them but they are better off in the warehouse 
and yard. I do look after them well, and my supervisor Donaldson 
is very kind to them also’. 

Mrs Bevington came in carrying her ’garden hat’, ‘Do you 
remember Gerald Wright my dear? We met him some years ago 
in London, a good customer of ours’. ‘Of course, we dined at 
Claridges’ did we not? you must excuse my appearance Gerald, 
my passion is gardening, and I was rather engrossed in some 
hybrid Roses that I am dealing with at the moment’. ‘Sophie has 
transformed the gardens over the last six or seven years, and now 
they are our pride & joy, we have parties of the ‘Women’s 
Institute’ visiting ever since she was awarded a Gold medal for 
one of her hybrid Roses called after our daughter Maria’. “How 
wonderful, apart from Gertrude Jeckyll I don’t know of any 
women gardeners’ said Gerald. ‘There are one or two becoming 
known since the Great War’ Sophie replied. I suppose it is a mans 
world' John broke in laughing loudly, ‘well it was until I bought a 
motor mower, and Sophie had to show them all how easy it was 
to use, that was certainly women’s world that time!’ ‘How very 
interesting, so they really were frightened of the machine, silly 
fellows, I’m sure it must be easier than pushing a machine up and 
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down the lawn” said Gerald, “glad we didn’t have them with us 
in the Boer war’. 

Betty appeared at the open door, ‘would you like tea in 
here Ma’am, or in the Conservatory?’ Sophie looked at John, ‘In 
the Conservatory please Betty’ he said. ‘Very well sir, I will 
serve it right away’. The Conservatory looked out across the 
Park, as it was sited on the southerly side of the Hall that ran 
southwest - northeast. ‘What a wonderful view’ said Gerald, ‘you 
are so high up here, and it is so deceiving’. ‘We are somewhere 
around 500 feet (156 Metres) above sea level here’ answered 
John, ‘but it does tend to blow a bit in the winter gales’. 

They chatted busily as they took tea, and then Sophie said 
to Betty, ‘When you have cleared away, would you show Mr 
Wright to his room, I have had the Blue room prepared, the boot 
boy has already taken his luggage up’. “Yes Ma’am’. As she took 
Gerald up to the room Sophie had picked for him, he asked Betty, 
‘not a thing one usually asks a lady, but what age are you?’ ‘I 
don’t mind sir, I shall be 33 next April’. ‘You are married?’ he 
queried. ‘No sir, to be honest, it has never really bothered me, I 
have worked here all my life and have always been happy, your 
“Spinster and virgin of this Parish” thing’ she laughed gaily. 
“You certainly have a sense of humour Gerald said, ‘you would 
make someone an excellent wife’. ‘Here you are sir’ as she 
opened the door for him. ‘Please call me Gerald when no one else 
is around’. *I don’t think that would be wise sir if you don’t 
mind’. ‘OK’ said Gerald. On her way back down the stairs, she 
mused to herself, ( wonder if he was making a play for me, or 
was just making pleasant small talk? Interesting!) What she had 
said to Gerald was quite true, she was a happy person, happy with 
her job, and had never thought about the opposite sex at all really, 
she was not sexless, she had her moments in private with herself, 
but either the opportunity had never arisen or she had not 
recognised the situation if it had been presented to her. Later that 
evening, sitting with a couple of the other girls in the servants 
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hall, she found herself musing again. (‘What if he was making a 
play, he is a bit younger than Mr John, perhaps 48 or 50 years 
old, about the same age as Elsie? I wonder what kind of man he 
really is? Would he be kind and gentle, or perhaps he was hiding 
a violent streak. Perhaps I should lead him on a bit, and see what 
happens, I have to be honest with myself. I don’t want to be an 
old spinster really and have no one to keep company with in later 
years!’) 

Just then her train of thought was interrupted by Gwenny, ‘wanna 
cuppa’ Betty? I am just making a pot of tea’. ‘Oh yes please, and 
a biscuit if there are any left’. Despite their age difference, 
Gwenny and Betty got on well with each other, they were about 
the same build, and often borrowed each others clothes, ‘it makes 
the money go further!’ Betty said. 

When Gwenny came back with the tea, there were only 
the two of them in the room. Gwenny asked, ‘what’s this Major 
Wright chap like?’ ‘Little younger than Mr John, seems very 
pleasant, served with him in South Africa, William knows him 
quite well’. ‘Don’t say anything to anyone, but I have a feeling 
that he is going to make a play for me, he asked me had I been 
married, how old I was, I felt a rather flattered’. ‘How would you 
fancy living in Cape Town then?’ ‘Why, is that where he comes 
from?’ ‘That is what Mrs Bevington told me before dinner’ 
replied Gwenny. ‘Um, I didn’t know that, might be warmer in the 
winter though’, said Betty. Just then the Cook came in, “Gwenny, 
can you do me a favour dear, I’m a little under the weather as you 
know, would you be so kind as to do the breakfasts for me in the 
morning, so’s I can have a lay in?’ ‘Don’t you worry Cook, I'll 
cope OK’, ‘and I’ll give her a hand as well’, remarked Betty. 
‘Thank you both very much, you’re good girls’. “Girls! I like 
that, she is only four years older than me” giggled Betty. 


53 


A surprise for Gwenny 


Next Morning in the Kitchen, Betty put on a Pinafore over 
her uniform and started preparing breakfast with Gwenny, They 
didn’t mention the previous evenings conversation. When just as 
all was prepared William appeared at the door, ‘Where’s Cook’ 
he enquired, ‘not too well’, Betty replied, ‘we said we would do 
breakfast this morning’. ‘That’s OK’, ‘I’ll get Matron to call in 
on her later if she is not about, you can take breakfast in now 
please’. They had just finished putting the food on the sideboard 
when the Major came in, ‘good morning ladies’, and gave Betty a 
smile and a wink, and tapped his nose with his forefinger. ‘I saw 
that’, said Gwenny when they had returned to the kitchen, ‘he 
certainly has a thing about you!’ Later, 
Gwenny looked at Cooks menu board for that day, it was blank! 
Oh dear she thought, I'll have to go up and wake her up and ask. 
She went up to Cook’s room and knocked the door, no reply! She 
opened the door and walked to the bed, Cook was fast asleep, she 
shook her arm gently and she stirred, ‘What time is it?’ ‘Don’t 
worry about the time, what’s the menu for today?’ ‘The family 
are out for lunch, there is a big stew ready cooked in the pantry 
for the staff, you will just need some spuds cooking, don’t bother 
with dumplings, it’s too warm a weather for them’. ‘OK, but what 
about tonight’s Dinner?’ ‘In my blue book, you will find the 
menu’s for the whole weekend, but I shall be back with you 
later”. “I doubt that, William will send Matron up later’. At that 
point the door opened and Matron came into the room. ‘Hello 
Matron, I am just going’ said Gwenny, and departed back to the 
kitchen. 

A while later Matron came into the kitchen, ‘can I have a 
cup of tea please Gwenny?’ ‘Help yourself, there is a fresh one in 
the pot’, she replied. “That Cook’s not coming in here for a while, 
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I am not sure what is wrong, so William has telephoned for the 
Doctor to come, there is something wrong in her innards, but it is 
nothing I have come across before, and I think she is hiding 
something too’. Gwenny grimaced, ‘so I will have to hold the fort 
here for a bit, I shall have to have another pair of hands if I am to 
make things work’. Matron said ‘I hope they will bring her down 
to the infirmary after breakfast, it’s much better the Doctor sees 
her there’, and then left the kitchen to Gwenny. She buckled to, 
found Cooks blue book in which Mrs Bevington wrote the menus 
daily. There was Venison down for that evening’s dinner, (J will 
have to see William to get someone to go to the Icehouse and 
fetch me a joint!). (Very few houses has refrigerators in those 
days, they still relied on the cold winters to provide enough ice to 
last until the next winter to keep food fresh. It was kept in an ‘Ice 
house’, which was usually about 20 feet in diameter, dug out 
below ground level, and the roof covered with several feet of soil. 
There was normally one door at ground level shaded from the 
sun, and another at the entrance below ground. Most ‘game’ 
animals like Hares and pheasant and Partridge were ‘hung’ in a 
similar type of building, but meat joints were usually salted and 
then taken into the Ice house for storage, they did not freeze, but 
it kept them at a low temperature). Just then William came into 
the kitchen, ‘I have asked the new maid Edith to come and give 
you a hand, she had some kitchen experience at her last position 
with “that house down the road” ’, (she had been ‘poached’ from 
the big house at the other end of the village, where the staff were 
treated worse than cattle). ‘Thank you Mr Brown, can you send 
someone for a haunch of Venison from the ice house straight 
away, that is on the menu for tonight, and should have been in 
here overnight’. ‘Right away Gwenny, do you think you can 
cope?’ ‘I don’t see why not, if Edith is up to scratch, it should be 
no problem’. Edith arrived all of a panic, ‘I've got to help you Mr 
Brown said’. ‘Don’t worry Edith, we shall get along fine, there is 
the teapot, the kettles on the boil, so make us both a nice cup of 
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tea, and you can sit down and tell me what you are capable of, 
OK?’ An under Butler arrived with a haunch on his shoulder, ‘If 
you come back in an hour, you can return what I don’t need to the 
Icehouse’ Gwenny told him. He nodded an acknowledgement. 

As they drank their tea, Gwenny worked away at some 
preparations, and was asking questions of Edith, what it was like 
at the other house, (awful!) did she like it here (yes very much), 
What kitchen experience did she have? She was a year and a half 
younger than Gwenny, and did not go into service until her 
mother died six months ago, and her father was killed in the war. 
‘My mother taught me to cook from an early age, and I assisted 
the Cook down at the other house, so I am not entirely without 
knowledge’. Gwenny had noticed that Edith was quite well 
spoken for a servant, (‘perhaps they were well off until her father 
was killed’) she mused to herself. 

‘Right then, there is a clean apron on that hook over there, 
if you can do the spuds for the staff lunches, I will get on with 
preparing this Venison for tonight, we can do the vegetables later 
on between us’. As she worked, Gwenny kept half an eye on 
Edith, she had certainly learned how to peel potatoes, there were 
not many ‘scrapers’ left now, the main crop were now in the 
shops, and the supply from the Farm had all been used up. With 
the meat now in the AGA, she turned her attention to the stew for 
the staff, this only required carefully warming up, no trouble, 
Turning again to Cooks blue book, she noted that there was to be 
a vegetable soup for tonight, She went into the vegetable store, 
what was there? (/ know, leek and potato soup was as tasty as 
anything else, we'll do that!), that will do she mused. 

‘Ever made Leek and potato soup Edith?’ ‘Oh yes, often, 
it was our favourite at home’. “Then you have the job, you need 
enough for sixteen portion, we will give it to the staff as well, 
think you can manage that?’ ‘Yes, there were four of us at home, 
so [ll make four times as much and a bit extra, how’s that?’ 
‘Great’ Gwenny replied, ‘you do enough potatoes for the soup, 
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and Ill do enough for the dinner, there is nothing down for a 
dessert”, said Gwenny. ‘Any Ideas Edith?’ ‘Any blackberry 
bushes around here?’ ‘Yeeesss’ said Gwenny slowly, ‘Well how 
about we go out and pick some, there must be some apples 
around, even if they are only ‘eaters’, even windfalls would do, 
then we could make Blackberry and Apple Crumble and custard!’ 
‘Bless you girl, you have got a Cooks brain in your head’. ‘To 
make sixteen portions, we only need about two pounds of 
Blackberries and make the rest up with Apple’. ‘Have you met 
Basil yet?’ ‘No, who is he?’ ‘He is Mr Browns’ son, he is about 
your age. Hang on here and I will go and see if I can find him, 
OK’. Edith nodded, not quite sure of what was going on. Basil 
was doing some homework when Gwenny knocked the door, 
‘Hello! What can I do for you, as if I need ask?’ he grinned. ‘I 
need a favour, we are in a bit of a spot, Cook is sick, so I have to 
do her job, I have a new girl called Edith with me, and we need to 
pick some Blackberries in a hurry, about 2 pounds in weight, can 
you help?’ ‘OK, give me about 15 minutes, and I will come to the 
kitchen’. True to his word, Basil arrived, wearing his ‘scruff’ and 
carrying a walking stick. Gwenny introduced them to each other, 
and Edith said ‘I can see you are an experienced blackberry 
picker’, pointing to the stick. ‘My mother often sends me out 
blackberrying, so I know the best placed to go’. Gwenny gave 
them a Basket, as they left, she whispered to Basil, ‘and no going 
to the Pond!’ Basil just grinned at her. 

They chatted as they walked along, she had quite an 
outgoing personality, and they got on well. They returned with 
more than enough Blackberries, for the job, and in the meanwhile 
Gwenny had got the ‘Boot boy to go across to the farm for some 
apples. ‘OK then I’ll leave you to get on with the Crumble, and I 
will do the rest, anything you want just ask’. 

Meanwhile: after breakfast, Betty had the morning off, 
until 2 pm. And changed into a summery dress, with a cardigan 
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on top, and decided to take a walk into the village to visit an 
elderly lady she knew. Around noon she started back towards the 
Hall, at the gates she met Gerald, ‘Hello, where have you been to 
my pretty maid’. ‘I have been to visit an old lady in the village, 
she worked here when I first started, she is nearly ninety now, 
and does not see too well, so I go and read the local paper to her, 
it comes out on Friday’s, I thought you were going to lunch with 
the family’. ‘They did ask, but I declined, I don’t want to impose 
too much’. ‘Well then you had better come for lunch with the 
staff, it is at twelve thirty, so we had better get a move on’. Betty 
led into the Servants hall, ‘one more for lunch please’ she called 
out to one of the footmen, ‘right ho’ he replied and he got another 
set of crockery & cutlery. They ate the stew, and complimented 
Gwenny on “her” cooking, ‘not mine, cook had this prepared 
already, but Edith did the Spuds’. ‘Three cheers for Edith’ 
someone called and they fell about laughing, even William had a 
big smile on his face at that remark. ‘You will suffer my cooking 
this evening’ cried Gwenny, ‘anyone not wanting any needn’t 
come!’ A big groan went up! 

Edith was quite a dab hand in the kitchen, while she had been 
preparing the crumble she had made some jam tarts for the staff 
lunch, and these went down a treat with them all. 

After they had cleared away, she said to the scullery maid, 
“When you have done, and put away, you can go off until six 
O’clock, I might want you for an hour or two, but the pans won’t 
be ready until about seven’. ‘Come on Edith, let’s get a breath of 
fresh air’. And they walked out into the September sunshine and 
across to the Home paddocks’. 

Betty however was not getting it so easy, Gerald seemed 
somewhat persistent. ‘Shall we go and sit in the Conservatory my 
dear?’ he exclaimed. ‘I am a member of the staff, only family sit 
in there, if you wish we can go for a walk in the Home paddocks’. 
‘Fine by me’ he seemed a little disappointed, As soon as they 
walked into the paddock; they soon spotted Gwenny and Edith 
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sitting on the grass with Basil. ‘It is rather public here’ as 
Gwenny called across to Betty, Betty waved back, but led Gerald 
out into the second paddock. Where she directed him to a stile 
and signalled to him to sit down. She thought for a minute, and 
then summing up her courage and remembering her seniority, 
spoke quite sharply to Gerald, ‘You are a guest here Sir, and I 
feel that your attention here is somewhat compromising my 
position in this household. ‘Good heavens, I did not think that 
being friendly would upset the Status Quo! It is just that as soon 
as I saw you I was immediately attracted to you, that is the reason 
I asked your age, I am fifty one years old, when I met John I was 
just a young very green Subaltern. I married when I left the army 
in 1906. ‘My family were wealthy, but I wanted to return to 
Africa and set up for myself, my Father was against it, but gave 
me a generous lump sum and an allowance for five years’. ‘That 
is how I started in business, I started dealing with Johns’ father 
James, and then John, and have done so ever since, when the war 
was on, I still bought tea direct from their plantations in Ceylon, 
and started my own tea brand and went on from there, I sell all 
over Africa, and that makes me a tidy living, and also now that 
Bevingtons are dealing in wine, I have an even wider scope’. My 
wife unfortunately caught some disease that the medics were not 
too sure about until it was too late and she died, since then until 
now I have never looked at another woman’. Betty said she was 
sorry to hear of his loss, ‘Do you know what one of the girls said 
this morning, after you made eyes at me yesterday, ‘he only 
wants to get his hands up your drawers’. ‘I am sure that is not 
true of course, you being an officer and a gentleman’. ‘And me at 
32 being a virgin’. At this Gerald looked most shocked, “Oh dear, 
I have rather put my foot into it haven’t I? Will you please 
forgive me?’ ‘Of course, said Betty, I must be honest with you, 
since yesterday afternoon, you have not been out of my thoughts’. 
‘Really! And you have just given me a dressing down like that? 
and I don’t blame you, I have behaved like a young schoolboy 
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with a crush on his teacher?’ ‘I have to go now Gerald. His 
eyebrows rose sharply, ‘and now you have called me Gerald, 
does that mean that we are friends again?’ ‘As long as you call 
me Betty, and then she bent over and kissed him lightly on the 
forehead. ‘I really must go now, I should have been on duty 10 
minutes ago’. ‘Don’t worry, I will cover for you, just say you 
were helping me, and winked’. 


Gwenny and Edith returned to the kitchen, “put the kettle 
on the hotplate Edith, lets have a cup of tea before we start’. 
Edith lifted the hotplate cover on the AGA and deftly slid the 
large kettle on to it, then readied the teapot and cups. Betty came 
into the kitchen looking radiant, ‘Keep an eye on the kettle Edith, 
we'll just be outside’. ‘Well, tell all then, did he get his hand on 
yer ha’penny then’. Betty shook her head, ‘not at all, I really 
overstepped the mark, if Mr John had heard me I’d have been out 
of the door pronto, I told him he was overstepping the mark with 
a member of staff, and that he was compromising my position 
here’ ‘whatever that word means’ interjected Gwenny. ‘After that 
he bared his soul to me, obvious dead honest, and I ended up 
kissing him on the forehead, I’m hooked, first time ever!’ 
Gwenny smiled, now you’ll get the chance to do what I’ve been 
doing since I was twelve years old, Shagging. ‘Oh yeah! Is that 
what you and young Basil do when you go off making out your 
going to different places?’ Gwenny grinned again, ‘Have you 
ever ridden a horse, 'cos if you haven’t you had better get at it, or 
you might find it a bit hard first time at you age!’ ‘I used to ride 
in Mr James time quite a lot, so I should be OK, don’t you think?’ 
‘As long as you didn’t ride side saddle’ laughed Gwenny. 

Edith called them for their tea, and they went in. ‘what were you 
two laughing at enquired Edith’. ‘Nothing much’ said Betty, 
‘you'll perhaps find out shortly’. 

As the family did not return before five o'clock, Gwenny 

decided not to make tea for them, she could do something at short 
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notice if they needed any. She and Edith busied themselves with 
dinner preparations; Gwenny was aiming at eight O’clock, as she 
had no direct instructions from Mrs Bevington. William came 
into the kitchen at about 6-30, ‘What time have you planned 
Dinner for Gwenny’, ‘8 pm’. That will do fine, Mrs Bevington 
felt sure that is what you would do, everything OK otherwise?’ 
“Yes thank you, and by the way, that Edith is a little treasure, a 
real Cooks brain in that little head of hers’. ‘Is that so? Good, we 
might need her for a while, they took Cook into Northampton 
Hospital this afternoon, and the Doctor is quite concerned with 
her condition. 

As they were serving up the dinner in the kitchen, Matron 
came in, ‘told you that Woman was hiding something, she was 
pregnant, but not an ordinary one, what they call an ectopic 
pregnancy, where the baby is outside the womb, nasty business, 
looks as though you have a new job Gwenny!’ 

The girls ate their dinner at the kitchen table; the footmen 
came in with the empty dishes and cleared plates from the dining 
room, and returned there with the dessert. Edith looked nervous, 
‘what are you worried about, I thought the Crumble was 
delicious, and I am sure they will too, and in any case I will get it 
in the neck not you!’ 

30 minutes later, all the crocks and cutlery were back in 
the kitchen, the three girls had set to, and got all the washing up 
done and dried, a lot were done before the dessert went out. All 
of a sudden Mrs Bevington was coming through the door. 
‘Gwenny come here’ she cried, smiling broadly. Gwenny went 
across the kitchen to where she stood, 

‘That was the most beautifully cooked Dinner we have 
had in years, the venison was, Oh! so perfect, the soup was 
wonderful, and the dessert out of this world, however did you 
manage it all’ she said gasping for breath. ‘First of all Ma’am, the 
soup was nothing to do with me, I suggested it, Edith here made 
it all, I did the main course, and Edith suggested and made all of 
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the dessert’. ‘And I see you are washed up and dried, and Mavis 
has already gone, that is very efficient of you, I know you are not 
yet seventeen, but from now on you are cook to this household, 
and will receive the Cooks wage, from what Matron has told me 
tonight Cook will not be coming back, and you Edith will be 
assistant cook from now on, and with an increase in wages”’. 
After she had left, Gwenny got hold of Edith and hugged her to 
her, ‘What a brilliant day, you come here to just help out, and we 
both get promoted, let’s go home!’ 
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Gerald asks John a question 


During breakfast on the Sunday morning, Gerald said to 
John, ‘can I have a word with you in private with you afterwards, 
it is quite a serious matter!’ ‘Certainly Gerald we will go into my 
study’. 

‘Now then, what’s this all about Gerald, has a member of 
the staff upset you in some way?’ ‘Good heavens no! Just the 
opposite in fact, that is why I have to ask you something’. ‘Go on 
them’ said John intrigued, ‘Well where shall I start, it’s like this 
old chap, as you know, after my wife died all those years ago, I 
threw myself into the business, had no time for, or wished the 
company of a woman’. ‘Quite true’ John replied. ‘I come here 
two days ago and within minutes I am smitten by a lady to an 
extent I just cannot comprehend, and my feelings are returned by 
the lady’. ‘Tell me more!’ John said in amazement at Gerald’s 
disclosure. ‘Well as her employer I feel I have to ask your 
permission to ask for her hand in marriage’. John looked at 
Gerald absolutely astounded, ‘you mean you met on Friday, and 
you wish to propose marriage on Sunday? You must be off your 
head old chap, tell me, who is this lady to whom you wish to 
propose to?’ ‘None other than your respected servant Betty! 

It may sound strange but yesterday I refused taking lunch 
with you and your family, only because I wanted to get my head 
in order, I went for a walk and as I approached the gates I met 
Betty coming back from reading to an old lady in the Village’. 
‘Oh that would be Fanny Jenkins, she was our laundry lady for a 
great many years, must be almost 90 by now!’ John interjected. 
“Anyway she showed concern that I had not accompanied 
yourself to lunch, and insisted that I join the staff for lunch, 
which I must say I found a most agreeable, nay, enjoyable 
experience, they are such lovely people and do you credit’. 
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‘After she had helped with the dishes and things, I 
suggested that we go and sit in the Conservatory, a big mistake, I 
was thoroughly told off, and rightly so, told that members of the 
staff do not sit in the Conservatory, and so instead we went for a 
walk in the paddocks, and we talked a great deal about ourselves, 
and then she said she would have to go as she had duties to 
perform, thanked me for the chat, called me Gerald as I had asked 
her to, and gave me a kiss on the forehead!’ ‘Well I never” 
exclaimed John, Sophie and I always refer to her as ‘Spinster and 
Virgin of this Parish’. ‘Would you believe it, they are exactly the 
words she used to described herself to me!’ Gerald said 
laughingly. ‘Well what can I say, we must tell Sophie about this, 
but as far as I am concerned, yes, go ahead, we would hate to lose 
her but if that will be what you would both wish to do, then you 
have my blessing, and I am sure Sophie’s too, I just hope you do 
not end up with egg on your face!’ Sophie was summoned to the 
study, when she arrived she looked at the two men and their 
serious expressions. ‘What is wrong’ she cried, has something 
serious happened?’ ‘You could say that I suppose, this old fellow 
here wants to propose to our Betty!’ ‘What! Are you mad? You 
have only been here two days and you want to ask Betty to marry 
you? Has she any idea about this at all?’ John butted in, 
‘apparently the feelings are mutual, and it’s that love at first sight 
thing I suppose’. 

‘I have always thought of Betty as almost a younger sister, but of 
course first and foremost she is an employee, although she and I 
have had many what you might call close conversations, and 
shared our troubles, although she never really had any herself, 
yes, do go ahead and ask her, she can only say no!’ 

Meanwhile, Basil had gone round to the kitchen, ‘Is that 
right what father tells me, that you are now Cook?’ he asked 
Gwenny, “Yes, as from last night, they were so pleased with the 
meal that Edith here, and I prepared; I got the impression that 
they haven’t been too pleased with Cook, and now this baby thing 


64 


has just about finished her off here’. ‘Oh good, and Edith is now 
your assistant?’ ‘Yes that’s right, she has a wonderful cooks 
brain, but that comes from being part of a large family, and 
learning from her mother at an early age, she is more experienced 
than me really but too young to be in charge, but we have got on 
well so far’. Edith smiled at Basil, ‘And he is the most 
experienced Blackberry picker’ she remarked. (That’s not the 
only thing he’s good at thought Gwenny, don’t know when we'll 
get down to the pond again!). 

Gerald walked around the grounds in a kind of dream, for 
a hard-headed businessman, he was behaving right out of 
character, more like a dotty schoolboy, (Trouble is, I don’t know 
when she is off duty again, oh I know, perhaps she will be at 
chapel this morning, I can find out then perhaps). He watched out 
for the staff going to chapel, he didn’t see Betty, perhaps she had 
gone to an early service, then all of a sudden there she was 
running, because she was a little behind time. Gerald quickened 
his pace, and intercepted her about 30 yards from the lych gate, 
‘Good morning Betty’, Oh! I didn’t see you Gerald’ looking 
round quickly in case anyone had heard her call him by name, 
‘mind if I join you’, ‘no that’s fine’. After the service he 
deliberately made sure they didn’t leave the chapel alone, and 
mixed with some of the others, he noted that John and Sophie 
deliberately kept away from him. (Giving me a chance to talk to 
her? he mused to himself). Slowly they all spread out and when 
most were well out of earshot, he asked quietly, ‘When are you 
off again?’ ‘I have finished now until Dinner tonight, back at 6 
o’clock, what had you in mind?’ Gerald replied that he didn’t 
really know what to suggest, Betty said that he could take her out 
to lunch, they could walk to the Fox and Hounds Hotel in the 
Village, they did nice meals there she understood. Gerald agreed 
willingly, he asked her if he would have to book a table, she said 
that might be wise, they did have a telephone there, so he could 
make a call from the Hall. 
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Later, they walked quite openly down the drive together, 
and then walked into the Hotel, and Gerald asked for their table 
that he had booked, the waiter led them to a secluded table, and 
he ordered wine, and they looked at the menu together, after the 
usual tasting of the wine, he ordered their meal. He remarked to 
Betty that she seemed more relaxed than he had seen her since he 
arrived, she said that she didn’t know why, but agreed that it was 
so. They had a lovely Game soup, followed by a wonderful 
Aberdeen Angus roast, finishing with a fresh fruit salad. As they 
drank their Coffee after they had eaten, they initially just chatted 
on mundane things about life at the Hall, and the Bevington 
family, and the staff etc. 

Then Gerald plucked up his courage and started to speak: 
‘I hope you do not think me too forward in what I am going to 
say’ he began *but I wish to ask you a question, quite a serious 
one really’, he began to falter in his desire to get things over with, 
and he paused. ‘What was your question Gerald’? Betty enquired. 
‘I wish to ask you if you would do me the honour of becoming 
my wife’. He managed to say eventually. Betty replied without 
hesitation, ‘I thought you were going to funk it for a moment, of 
course I will Gerald, I have been hoping and praying since Friday 
evening that you would ask me’. ‘I have never ever had any 
feelings for a man before, but when you first spoke to me as I 
took you up to your room and you asked those very personal 
questions, I wanted you to ask me that question that you just 
have’. ‘Betty my dear, I know I am older than you, will that 
matter? Will living in South Africa be all right for you? these are 
the things I have worried about’. Betty looked at him with an 
affection he had not seen before. ‘Let me be quite honest with 
you Gerald, your station in life has nothing to do with my 
decision, nor has the prospect of living abroad, I have no living 
family, and I love you dearly, even if you were a pauper, it would 
make no difference’. ‘My only concern is the Bevingtons, what 
will they say?’ 
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“You need have no concerns in that matter, I took the 
liberty to speak in private with Mr John, and later with Sophie, 
and outlined what I was going to do, and they were delighted for 
you, for us, indeed the word ecstatic would be a better 
description, they said that the would miss you greatly, but would 
not stand in you way if you said yes’. ‘Oh Gerald, it is like a 
dream, tell me I am not sleeping, and will wake up full of 
disappointment’! ‘I can assure you it is no dream’ and he took her 
hand and kissed it tenderly, then reaching into his jacket pocket 
he drew out a small box, opened it, and placed a beautiful 
solitaire Diamond ring on her third finger. ‘I am glad it fits 
alright, I asked all the ladies in the Jewellers to show me their 
hands and I must have picked the right one for size’, Betty 
reached across the table, pulled Gerald towards her and kissed 
him fully on the mouth. 

Gerald settled the bill, and they walked past the gates to 
the Hall out along the Buckingham Road. It was a lovely 
September afternoon, and as they walked hand in hand she kept 
on looking at the ring, ‘I still feel that it is all a dream’, Gerald 
said that it would take him a while also to get used to the idea, 
and they both burst out laughing. As they approached the turning 
off towards Wicken, Gerald put his good arm around her 
shoulders, and they kissed properly for the first time, “you know 
what Gerald, I feel as if we have known each other for years, 
there is just a togetherness that I have never imagined I could 
ever feel with anyone’. Gerald began a little haltingly at first, 
’when my wife died three years after we married, I am not sure 
what I felt really, there was the sense of loss of course, and a 
vacuum of sorts, but I never had the sense that I would get over 
the loss and marry again, just that although there were many 
eligible ladies in my circle of friends I never had a thought about 
marriage until I saw you’. ‘Then it was like a thunderbolt hitting 
me, this was the woman I wanted to be with, not maybe 
sometime, but now! Most urgently, and I could think of nothing 
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else, especially after you kissed me on the forehead Saturday 
afternoon, I knew then that you wanted to be with me also’. She 
hugged him, and kissed him several times, and he responded. 

‘Well my dear, we had better return and face the music, 
and start the wheels turning for this wedding, for I don't want a 
long engagement, and neither I am sure do you!’ Betty agreed, 
and they turned and started back towards the Hall. As they 
walked up the drive they met Gwenny and Edith, still in their 
working garb, Gwenny grinned at Betty, (As we well know 
Gwenny is a very outspoken and out going girl) ’Now then, what 
have you two been up to’ as she flashed a knowing smile at 
Gerald, ’Gerald took me for lunch at the Fox and Hounds’. 
’And’? Gwenny enquired with a beaming impish smile. Betty 
looked querulously at Gerald, he nodded a reply, ’Well, he gave 
me this’ she flashed the ring towards them, *that was of course 
after he asked me to marry him, and I said yes!” Gwenny burst 
into tears, °Oh Betty, how wonderful for you, I am so glad for 
you, and I wish you all the happiness in the world’. ‘Don’t cry 
Gwenny, just be happy for me’. ‘I am, that is why I am crying’ 
she sniffed loudly, ‘I am so happy for you’ and she leant forward 
and kissed her on the cheek, and whispered ‘have you had a shag 
yet’? Betty shook her head slightly, ’I don’t know, you get all 
emotional just because I get engaged, I dread to think what you 
will be like when some eligible chap asks for your hand in 
marriage’. 

The four of them walked up to the Hall, Gwenny & Edith 
went to the side to return to the kitchen, and Gerald and Betty 
entered by the front door, Gerald enquired of the second Butler 
who was crossing the Foyer, if he knew of the whereabouts of Mr 
John, he replied that he and Mrs Bevington were taking after 
lunch coffee in the Conservatory, and had asked him if he saw 
Gerald, to request that he join them (and gave Betty a strange 
sideways glance as he said it). Gerald thanked him, and taking 
Betty by the hand led her towards the Conservatory, ’I can’t go in 
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there’! *Why not? Firstly you are off duty, and secondly you are 
with me as my guest, don’t worry, all will be OK, that must be 
the reason for the invite’. As they entered the sunlit area both Mr 
_ John and Sophie stood up beaming, ’we must presume that as 
Betty is with you, she has accepted your proposal’? ’She has done 
me a great honour, and we are both very happy’. ‘Has he bought 
you a ring Betty’? Betty nodded nervously, ‘do Show me please’ 
as she walked towards her. Betty proffered her hand and Sophie 
lifted it up and looked at the ring, Good heavens Gerald, this 
must have cost a Princes ransom’ she cried. "Money and good 
words’ he replied (in other words, mind your own business!) 

Sophie put her hands out to Betty and pulled her to her, *I 
am so pleased for you, Gerald is a lovely man, we have known 
him many years and he will prove to be a wonderful Husband, 
friend and companion’. 


Sophie & Betty 


‘Come on, we’ll leave the men, it’s time for women’s 
talk’. Betty was absolutely astounded by this, she had always got 
on with Sophie as her boss, but now to spoken to as equals, this 
was something different! 

The two women went up to Sophie’s “quiet room”, where 
sometime she would vanish when perhaps it was raining and she 
couldn’t work in the garden. Betty had been in the room many 
times, but not when Sophia had been there, it contained a small 
table and one wall covered with cupboards, which always were 
kept, locked. ‘Come into my “hidey-hole”’, and the two women 
went in, I’d bet you’ve often wondered what I do in here? In 
other houses of course this is where the lady of the house would 
entertain her lovers, but that would be a bit rough in here’ as she 
laughed shrilly. >Take a pew’ and she indicated a normal dining 
type chair at the table, and sat in the one on the opposite side, and 
pulled a bell cord, Cup of tea’? She asked. “Yes please Ma’am, I 
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am rather dry since our after lunch walk’. Now then no more 
Ma’am, I’m Sophie, and you’re Betty, OK!’ ‘Well’, Betty 
stammered, ‘I have always known you as that Sophie, it will take 
some getting used to, after all I am still a servant here until I get 
married’, Rubbish’, Sophie exclaimed, ‘you are Major Gerald 
Wright’s betrothed, not a maid servant anymore, you are one of 
us now, so let that be the end of it’. 
There was a knock at the door, ’you rang Ma’am’, and it was Ivy 
one of the maids, ‘Tea for two please Ivy ‘*,’ Yes Ma’am, at once 
Ma’am’. 
When Ivy had brought the tea, Sophie said that she would show 
Betty what she did when she was here on her own. ’I know you 
all think I’m a gardening zombie, but I just love it, but also, I am 
still a little girl at heart’. And taking a key on a chain hidden 
under her bodice she unlocked all of the cupboard doors. ‘Now 
Betty, you can open my treasure chests, start with this one here’. 
Betty got up off of the chair and opened the first door, and 
gasped with amazement, inside on each shelf were a number of 
exquisitely dressed Dolls, mostly female, ’these are from the time 
of the legendary King Arthur, this is Guenivere, and some of her 
ladies in waiting; then we come to the time of Edward the 
Confessor, this is his Queen and her ladies’. And so she went on 
as Betty opened the cupboards one by one, ‘Here is Queen 
Elizabeth, Daughter of Henry the Eighth’, and here, Mary Queen 
of Scots, whom Elizabeth had executed of course’. ‘More 
recently, Queen Victoria, and Prince Albert, and the Prince of 
Wales, Who became Edward the seventh, and here in my work 
cupboard is the present Queen, Queen Mary, although I am 
dressing her as Princess Mary of Tek, as she was before she was 
married to our present King George’. Betty was fascinated, ‘You 
see, one must always have a hobby, especially when like 
me, your husband is away a lot, so find yourself something to 
occupy yourself with’. Betty asked ‘May I go to my room for a 
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moment, you might be interested in what I do?’ ‘Of course, I am 
intrigued’. 

Betty returned a few minutes later carrying a large raffia 
work folder about two and a half feet square (76 Cms square) 
‘This is what I do in my “quiet time” said Betty, and opened the 
folder, I do what a lot of your ladies used to do, ‘Needlepoint’. 
Sophie looked at the work, ‘you are not just a needlewoman, you 
are a superb artist also, and did you do the drawings for these?’ 
“Yes, I find it fascinating to do a drawing and then do needlepoint 
on it’. Sophie remarked that she had wasted her time as a servant, 
when she could have earned a great deal of money as an artist. 
“Yes but then I would have had to do it all the time, whereas here 
I do it as & when I please’. ‘This one of the front of the Hall is 
wonderful, and the detail is superb, you must show this to John’. 
‘I would like you to have it as a leaving present from me, you can 
have it framed & hang it in here to remember me by’. Sophie told 
her that all the years she had worked for them and the whirlwind 
romance with Gerald would make her unforgettable. 

There was a sudden knock on the door, ‘Wait’ called Sophie, 
‘quick, close the doors’, Betty quickly closed the doors nearest to 
her, and Sophie closed the rest. ‘Come’, she called, Ivy appeared, 
‘the guest room is ready Ma’am’. ‘Thank you Ivy, that will be all 
for now’. Sophie turned smiling to Betty, You are in the 
situation that I was in some years ago, single, about to be 
married, didn’t have a clue about the facts of life except what the 
girls at school and in the office talked about, not all of true I later 
found out of course’. ‘Lots of myths and stories, mostly dreamed 
up by the girls who had never been with a man, or tales told to 
them by their Mothers to keep them away from men’. 
‘Lovemaking isn’t dirty, it is the most wonderful thing in the 
world, don’t be frightened of it, enjoy it’. Betty replied, “that 
Gwenny you know, she is awful, she and Edith met Gerald and I 
along the drive this afternoon, after we broke the news to them, 
she kissed me on the cheek, and whispered have you had a shag 
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yet?’ Sophie laughed, ‘people call it all sorts of things, most 
married couples who are at ease with each other have their own 
pet names for things sexual, and I believe that she has a veracious 
appetite for it, and I am sure that she and young Basil are at it all 
the time. I just hope they don’t fall for a baby’. ‘She told me that 
she uses a “Dutch Cap” ‘ said Betty shyly. ‘Sensible girl, at least 
someone has educated her’. ‘It was her sister who gave it to her 
she said’, Betty continued, ‘ I wondered myself about Basil, they 
are often talking quietly to each other and their eyes are 
obviously full of each other, if you know what I mean’. 

‘Anyway’ said Sophie, ‘I have some books here you can 
have) might I suggest that you read through them before the 
wedding night, they are by Dr. Marie Stopes; called Married 
Love, and Wise Parenthood, I agree wholeheartedly with what 
she writes, Peter was six years old when they came out, but I 
bought them because some supposedly “knowledgeable” people 
disagreed with her theories, elderly spinsters I suspect; but they 
are right in every way, and are a good guide for the newly wed’. 
Betty thanked her, but was not prepared for the next thing Sophie 
said. First of all Betty said ‘I shall have to dash, I am on duty at 
six’. Sophie quickly remarked: ‘Not likely my dear, Ivy now has 
your duties, what you will do next is, go up to your room, gather 
your belongings and move them to the room next to Gerald’s, 
there is a connecting door so that you can communicate freely in 
private. You are no longer an employee, you are a guest in this 
house, and a most welcome one at that”! ’But Sophie!’ Betty 
protested, *I can’t just jump from being a servant one minute and 
a guest the next’! “And why not, you know all the protocols, you 
are to be a wife of a very dear friend of ours, you have no living 
family of your own, WE ARE YOUR FAMILY! You have lived 
under our roof for so many years you are part of us! In fact you 
have been here longer than me!’ Poor Betty was completely 
flabbergasted and confused; ‘I suppose I shall have to get used to 
it, although not for long, Gerald wishes to return to South A frica 
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as soon as possible after the wedding’. Sophie said, I don’t think 
he will be sailing with John as planned, I can’t see him taking you 
on a sailing ship all that way, living rough, I imagine something a 
_ lot more luxurious like a Liner is what he has in mind now’! 

Betty took her leave of Sophie, and started to sort out her 
belongings, because she only had herself to keep in clothes etc., 
she had quite a decent wardrobe, and quite fashionable at that 
without being extravagant. She met Gwenny on the back stairs, 
carrying a large bundle, ‘what are you at then’, ‘movin’ house’ 
said Gwenny, ‘got the Cooks room now you know, along the 
passageway from the Brown’s’. ‘Oh, I suppose Basil will be 
sneaking along for a shag in the middle of the night then’. 
‘Whatever gave you that idea Betty?’ ‘Gwenny, we are not all 
blind here, even Sophie reckons the two of you are at it’. ‘OOH! 
Sophie is it now?’ ‘Not my idea’ said Betty, ‘I called her Ma’am, 
and she slapped me down rapidly, told me I was no longer a 
servant, but a ‘guest in this house’ were her exact words, so what 
am I to do? Ivy has taken on my duties bless her, she deserves a 
leg up the ladder’. So you won’t be at staff dinner tonight?’ ‘I 
will if I can, then I can explain to everyone what my situation is 
now, I am moving too, they have put me in the room next to 
Gerald!’ Gwenny grinned impishly. The two women carried on 
with their moving 

Later, Betty met Sophie in the corridor, ‘would you be 
offended if I ate with the staff this evening, it would be much 
better if I answer their questions directly rather than they get 
everything second hand’. ‘Yes, OK, I understand what you are 
saying, it would perhaps be for the best, have you finished 
moving in?’ ‘Almost, just my dressing table bits and pieces to do 
thank you’. She had just finished setting up her dressing table in 
her new room when Gerald came through the connecting door, 
‘hello my dear, everything OK’, kissing her on the nape of her 
neck. ‘Yes thank you Gerald, I have just finished moving in, but I 
shall be eating with the staff this evening, Sophie agreed with me 
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that it would be for the best, lots of questions to answer’. Gerald 
said he understood, and would see her later. Betty went down to 
the kitchen to find Gwenny, ‘I shall be eating with you all tonight 
for the last time, Sophie agrees it is better that I answer any 
questions directly by word of mouth rather than getting things 
second hand’. Gwenny said that it would be the best way really. 
Betty left it as late as possible to enter the servants' hall, a 
huge cheer went up as she entered, and ‘Bravo Betty’ they cried. 
After they had eaten, one or two questions were posed, ‘did you 
know him before he came here?’ ‘No, we had never met before’: 
isn’t he a little old for you?’ ‘He is only 51, what is 18 years, no 
different to many of the nobility who marry younger women’: 
‘Show us your ring!’ Betty walked around the table showing it 
off, mainly to the girls, the male members were not really 
interested in any of that. ‘Where are you going to live?’ ‘Near 
CapeTown in South Africa’: ‘will you have any children?’ ‘I 
don’t know, it all depends on luck mostly doesn’t it, some can 
and some can’t’: ‘I have heard of a whirlwind romance, but meet 
and get engaged in just 48 hours that is a bit fast isn’t it? Why did 
you agree to it? was it money?’. ‘No, not at all, I was asked to 
show him his room, on the way up we just made small talk, and 
we both then realised that there was something between us, 
neither of us said anything to the other, but when we met on 
Saturday lunchtime, just before I brought him in here for lunch 
with us, we both knew that we were meant for each other, so 
much so, that somehow, and I haven’t asked him how, he 
managed to get to the Jewellers in Towcester before they closed, 
and bought the ring! ‘I saw him in the Morris with Parry late in 
the afternoon after us all came in from the Paddocks’ said Mavis 
the kitchen maid, ‘they seemed in a but of an ‘urry’. ‘Well that’s 
it then’ said Betty. ‘When’s the wedding then?’ ‘As soon as 
Gerald can get a special licence, he has to apply to the Bishop for 
that’: “where are yer having yer ‘unnymoon’ asked the boot boy, 
winking at the assembled crowd, ‘that I do not know, I expect it 
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will the journey back to South Africa’: and that seemed to end the 
questioning, she went into the kitchen to help Gwenny tidy up, all 
the washing up having been done & dried. ‘I have never been so 
excited in my whole life’ Betty said to her, ’it’s like all my 
Christmases rolled into one!’ ‘Who you having for Bridesmaids 
then?’ “You for one of course’, ‘Ooh lovely thanks, what about 
dresses’, ‘I thought I’d ask Mrs Brown if she could do them’, 
‘yes, that’s a good idea, keep it in the family sort of thing.’ ‘I’m 
off now, to find Gerald poor dear, he might be pining’ she said 
laughing. 

Gerald and Betty sat outside the Conservatory discussing 
the wedding plans, ‘I am seeing the Vicar in the morning, 
apparently he has some forms for me to fill in, and then he is 
taking lunch with the Bishop the day after, and as they are friends 
as well as colleagues, they were apparently at Ecclesiastical 
College together as young men, he hopes to get it all done then’. 
Just then, Sophie appeared, ‘Betty, be ready at 9 am tomorrow 
morning, we have to go shopping together’, ‘What for’ Betty 
asked, ‘never you mind for now, we’ ll get to that when we get 
there, I have told Gwenny we will not be back for luncheon’. ‘I 
will see you at breakfast anyway’ John is going off early as he 
has to go to Cambridge before going down to the office’. ‘Very 
well, I will be ready’ Betty replied. Gerald carried on, ‘I thought 
we could have our honeymoon on the ship, we won’t of course be 
sailing with John on his Clipper ship, a bit too rough ‘n ready for 
the likes of a young lady like you, I will book us a passage on a 
Steamer for our Honeymoon back to CapeTown’. He continued, 
‘have you sorted out your brides maids yet?’ ‘Yes three, Gwenny, 
Ivy, and Maria’. ‘Sophie will like that, you know, she thinks of 
you almost as a daughter, you are very lucky indeed to have had 
employers like these two’. ‘I didn’t realise that, I suppose that is 
why she showed me her “Hidey Hole” as she calls it today, 

I won’t tell you what she has in there though, ask me when we 
are sailing home’. ‘Sophie really told me off when asked to be 
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excused because I was due to go on duty, I was told I was no 
longer a servant, but a guest in this house!’ ‘Oh I can quite 
believe that’ agreed Gerald. ‘She wears the trousers around here, 
even John has to mind his P’s & Q’s at times’. 

‘Any way, I am going to turn in’ Gerald said, ‘yes’ said 
Betty, ‘as they say round here it’s another day tomorrow!’ They 
went upstairs; Gerald walked her to her door, kissed her 
passionately on the lips, which she returned not believing what 
she was feeling inside of herself, he bade her goodnight, then 
turned and went into his door. Betty’s mind was in turmoil, what 
were the feelings she was experiencing, was this just love, or was 
it this sex thing that Sophie had mentioned earlier? She washed, 
and put on her nightgown, and a light dressing gown, and sat with 
the reading lamp shining on the copy of “Married Love” that 
Sophie had given her. (There was an "Oil engine" that drove a 
generator to supply the electric lighting for the house and 
surrounding buildings). 
As she read the opening chapters in the slightly flickering light, it 
answered none of her inward questions, but after about an hour, 
things began to make sense a little, but she looked at the clock 
and decided that it really was time she settled down for the night. 


A shopping shock for Betty 


Next morning Sophie and Betty set off in the Morris 
Oxford and after 30 minutes had arrived in Northampton. Sophie 
pulled up outside “Adnitts”, one of the larger clothing stores that 
specialised in all kinds of ladies wear in “The Drapery”: a street 
in the town centre. ‘I have got to have something special for your 
wedding’ she said, ‘we shall go in here and have a good look 
round’. After about 20 minutes Sophie tried on a beautiful outfit, 
‘what do you think of that Betty, ‘very nice, the colour suits your 
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complexion very well, and it fits well too’, after she had asked the 
opinion of the Manageress, who agreed with Betty (They always 
do anyway, even if it looks awful). Right then, I’ll take it, put it 
aside please as I may wish to purchase something else’. She went 
off in another direction, and eventually ended up in the Wedding 
dress department, ‘Now young Betty it is your turn, get looking 
for a wedding dress, and I will have no objections from you!’ 
‘But Sophie’. ‘I told you no buts, get looking!’ Poor Betty was so 
embarrassed she could not think straight, then Sophie came to her 
rescue, ‘look at this one, it will suit you fine’. ‘But Sophie, the 
price’. ‘The price has nothing to do with it, it is to be your big 
day, and I want to be proud of you as you walk down the aisle, 
please try it on’. The assistant asked if she should assist with the 
dress, Sophie nodded in reply, after about 10 minutes Betty and 
the assistant re-appeared, Betty looked radiant, it was obvious 
that the experienced assistant had talked a little sense into her, 
and also slightly re-arranged her hair. ‘Betty, you look 
wonderful’ gushed Sophie, ‘that dress is perfect for you, please 
say you will have it; ‘but I feel so guilty, all that money’. 
‘Nonsense my girl, what is money compared to happiness’ 
Sophie almost barked at her, ‘we will take that one please’. When 
the assistant returned with the dress and Betty in tow, Sophie 
immediately marched Betty into the previous department, ‘Now 
we have got the wedding dress arranged, we had better think of 
the going away outfit, Betty just bit her lip, there was no point in 
arguing with Sophie, after various suits and outfits had been tried 
on, Sophie eventually decided on the one she thought suitable. 
‘Have you got this in another colour?’ the assistant indicated 
several other shades, ‘We’ll take that colour as well please, now 
underwear, you need some attractive underwear’. ‘We need some 
attractive underwear for the newly wed’ she said to the assistant, 
several patterns were laid out on the counter, that looks nice, that 
is what I would wear if I was in your situation’ and she pointed to 
some rather daring (for 1926) frilly knickers, 10 pairs please, 
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what size are you Betty?’ And so it went on, everything in tens. 
Vests, Brassieres, Silk Stockings, several boxes of handkerchiefs, 
boxes of shoes, some casual skirts, and blouses. Several woolly 
Cardigans, anyone would think it was Sophie who was getting 
married! Finally, hats, now Betty hated wearing a hat; even on 
Sundays she always wore a headscarf to Chapel. Eventually they 
settled for one to match each of the two outfits, and half a dozen 
Berets of different hues. ’Now the last thing we shall require’ she 
said to the manageress, ‘is a Cabin Trunk suitable for all those, 
and about a quarter more as well’. “That will be no problem Mrs 
Bevington, when would you like them all to be delivered’ ‘as 
soon as possible please’. ‘I will ensure they are with you by noon 
tomorrow Ma’am’. ‘Thank you very much, and slipped a ten 
shilling note into her hand, and half a crown to the assistant who 
had helped out. Sophie looked at her watch, ‘Now let us go and 
find ourselves some luncheon’. 


78 


The Wedding day, and a shock for Betty and Gerald 


The wedding was set for the Wednesday two weeks 
hence. The Vicar had come back from his meeting with his old 
friend the Bishop with the special licence in his hand, so that 
matter was sorted. Elsie Brown and her assistant were busy with 
the bride’s maid’s dresses, each having several ‘fittings’ to ensure 
that they were correct. Elsie also made a couple of small 
alterations to Betty’s dress just to fit closer to her slim hips. 
Gerald had to have a new suit; he had not got one suitable with 
him. 

Sophie had taken complete control of things, she had 
arranged for caterers to do the reception, so Betty just went along 
with things in the end. She said to Gwenny, ‘if she wants to pay 
for a posh wedding, who am I to complain? As you said before, 
she is treating me like a daughter!’ 

The Great Day came, now although it was early October it 
was a lovely bright warm day, John came for her about ten 
minutes before the due time, ‘Are you OK?’ he asked, ‘a little 
nervous, but I expected that, but excited too, the start of a whole 
new life before me. I can’t even now quite grasp the whole 
situation’. ‘You soon will get things in perspective, once you get 
out to Cape Town’. ‘Ready?’ John asked ‘then let’s go!’ 

It only took a five minute walk to the Hall Chapel, 
William Brown was acting as Chief Usher, and he was waiting at 
the door for them, He signalled to the Organist, who immediately 
started up with ‘Here comes the bride!’ and John led Betty gently 
down the aisle to the waiting Gerald and the Vicar, Gerald had 
asked Mr Gray the Chauffeur to be his best man, he was a quite 
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well educated man, and could read very well, so was well suited 
to the job. 

The service proceeded, and now it came to the taking of the 
vows, when the Vicar asked, ‘Elizabeth Jane, do you take Gerald 
Archibald to be you wedded husband?’ She said most 
enthusiastically ‘I do!’ not in her soft quite voice that was usually 
heard around the Hall, even Gerald looked at her rather 
quizzically as she said it. After the signing of the register, they 
went out into the sunshine, where a Photographer was waiting, 
after many clicks of the shutter, he was satisfied, and walked off 
after saying the proofs would be with them at noon on the 
morrow. The walked back to the front steps of the Hall and stood 
at the top, to greet all the guests, mainly the family and the staff, 
William gave an arm to her old friend Fanny from the Village and 
assisted her up the steps. 

When Betty entered the Ballroom, The sight of the 
preparations simply took her breath away, the Caterers were all 
their in their starched “Black and Whites” it was almost too much 
to comprehend. Betty and Gerald took their places at the Cross 
table flanked by John and Sophie, and William and Elsie, and Mr 
Gray sat at he end to Gerald’s Right. 

About 45 minutes into the Wedding Breakfast, the 
caterers head waiter approached Gerald bearing a Telegram on a 
silver tray, as it was only addressed to him, he opened it instead 
of handing it to Parry. He glanced at it, and turned to the Waiter 
“No reply thank you’, then turned to John saying ’I have to make 
an urgent phone call to London, would you all please excuse me 
for a few minutes?’ 

He asked the operator for the London number and when 
the female voice at the other end said ‘Marshall and Marshall, can 
I help you?’ ‘May I speak to Mr James Marshall please, this is 
Major Gerald Wright here,’ ‘Certainly Major, just one moment 
please’. James Marshall came on the line, ‘Hello Sir, you are a 
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hard fellow to track down, managed to find out that you lived in 
South Africa eventually, and sent a cable, your manager replied, 
and said that you were in England, and gave us the address where 
you were staying’. ‘You no doubt wondering what this is all 
about: ‘well yes I am a little puzzled’ replied Gerald. ‘Do you 
remember a second cousin called Frederick Albert Wright?’ 
*Vaguely, he was a lot older than me, I remember the family 
thought him a little odd, he was almost my late fathers age’. ‘That 
would be correct sir, well, he passed away about four months ago, 
and as he never married, he had no Heir, and named you as his 
successor in his will’. ‘Successor to what’ queried Gerald’. ‘Well 
sir, you are now Sir Gerald Wright, Baronet’. Gerald stared at the 
Telephone in disbelief, “you are having me on?’ ‘Indeed not Sir 
Gerald, I am being absolutely honest and straight with you, must 
be a bit of a shock, did you not know he was titled?’ ‘I had 
forgotten all about it, his father was a ’Sir’ but I had presumed he 
had been knighted’. ’Not he, but one of his forebears was, in 
Henry the Eighth’s time. ‘If you could possibly call in to sign one 
or two papers in the next few days, we can tidy this up’. ‘I'll tell 
you one thing Mr Marshall, my wife is in for a shock, we only got 
married an hour or so ago’. ‘Congratulations Sir, we look forward 
to meeting Lady Wright shortly’. Gerald rang off absolutely 
stunned. 

He walked back into the reception and sat down for a 
moment, and then asked Gray to call for order, he then stood up. ‘ 
Ladies and Gentlemen, I have an important announcement to 
make, this is going to come as much of a shock to my new lovely 
wife as it has me, (It’s OK my dear, I haven't got half a dozen 
other wives’ he whispered), my lovely wife and I have just 
received an unusual wedding present, She will be known in future 
as Lady Wright, and I for my sins Sir Gerald Wright, Baronet!’ 
This is due to the demise of a second cousin I had not heard of for 
many years’. He then sat down, Betty looked completely at a loss, 
it was hard enough getting married when three weeks ago nothing 
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like that had ever entered her head, and now she was a TITLED 
LADY! Whatever next!. 

After a few days more at the Hall, Gerald and Betty went 
round saying their goodbyes, in the kitchen, She took Gwenny to 
one side, ‘well Gwenny I am sorry to leave you all, but I promise 
I will write to you, and please write back to me’. ‘Of course I 
will, but you haven’t said how the first night went!’ ‘Oh, so I 
haven’t, it was absolutely wonderful, and the nights since’. “So 
he’s a bit on the randy side then, I wouldn’t say that, I think it 
might be me that’s a bit randy’ and she giggled loudly. ‘So you 
had no problems at all then?’ asked Gwenny. ‘No not really, 
Gerald is so understanding, and so gentle, he has infinite patience 
too’. ‘You certainly sound as though you two enjoyed yourself’. 
‘Not half, shall I say that we didn’t get a lot of sleep the first 
night! I kept asking him to do it again!’ ‘Cor, stone the Crows, 
you’re a right little Madam, your Ladyship’. *I don’t think I shall 
ever get used to that title, anyway I must go’ and she kissed 
Gwenny gently on the cheek, and left the kitchen. 

Next day, they caught a train from Northampton to Euston 
Station in London, took a cab to the office of Marshall & 
Marshall. Gerald kept the Cab on, and they went into the offices, 
Gerald introduced Betty, signed the papers, and then they carried 
on to Waterloo Station in the Cab. Here they got a porter to take 
their luggage onto the platform, and he made sure it all went into 
the luggage van, and had stuck SOUTHAMPTON labels on 
them. When they arrived at Southampton, they managed to find 
someone from the Shipping Line to deal with the luggage, and 
they made their way to the Shipping office to book in and collect 
their tickets, which Gerald had ordered over the telephone. They 
were ushered to their first class Cabin by one of the stewards, 
Gerald gave him a tip and they took off their coats and sat down. 
Phew’ said Gerald, ‘that was a rather busy day 
‘I quite agree, especially for me, everything is new to me, the 
furthest I had ever been before was Northampton!’ ‘I never 
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thought about that’? mused Gerald, ‘of course you didn’t really 
have going away holidays, you could not afford such luxuries’. 
*That’s right Gerald, we can have some time off, they were good 
about that, but unless you had relatives, and had saved up your 
*Bus or Train fare you had to stay at the Hall. I used to spend a 
lot of time with my old friend Fanny, I would get some 
magazines and read her things that she was interest in, and I used 
to take her out for walks until she got too doddery on her feet’. 
“You’re a very unselfish and thoughtful person Betty, I an sure I 
am going to enjoy being married to you’. Just then there was a 
loud blast on the ships foghorn, ‘It looks as though we are off, 
shall we go up on deck?’ Asked Gerald. Betty stood at the ships 
rail, looking out over Southampton, people waved, and she waved 
back at them. ’Any regrets Darling’ Gerald said as he put his arm 
around her shoulders. ‘None at all, except for a while I shall miss 
Gwenny and the rest of the staff, we were like family you know, 
apart from one or two that didn’t quite fit’. 
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. Betty and Gerald in Cape Town 


Betty and Gerald had an uneventful but enjoyable journey 
to South Africa, nevertheless it was their honeymoon, once they 
had disembarked, Donaldson the estate manager whisked them 
out into the lovely countryside, and unloaded their Baggage at the 
house, where two members of staff after greeting their employer 
carried the cases and Betty’s trunk into the house. After a small 
meal, (it was mid afternoon), and a quick update on the business, 
Gerald took Betty on a tour of the estate. She was astounded how 
large it was, it consisted mainly of arable farmland but there was 
also quite a large area of grazing also. Later on he took her down 
to the work yard and warehouses, and introduced the employees 
to the new ‘Missus” as she was to be known. Then they returned 
to the wonderful house, and he got Alice the housekeeper to show 
her round. When they arrived at the master bedroom, she was 
amazed that all her clothes were unpacked and hanging in 
wardrobes, or lay neatly in the drawers. ’Did you put my things 
away’ Betty asked Alice, ‘yes ma’am ‘ she replied, ‘thank you 
very much’. ‘It is lovely to have a ‘Missus’ in the house once 
more’, said Alice, “Mr Gerald has been so lonely these many 
years although he would not readily admit it’. ‘I have been here 
almost as long as he has, they had only been married a few 
months when his first wife was taken ill, and I nursed her right to 
the end’. “How did an English girl like you find your way to 
CapeTown?’ enquired Betty. ‘I was a young Nurse in the Boer 
War, and decided to try and make a living here, working in the 
hospital, Then I saw an advertisement for a private nurse, and 
ended up here’. 
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‘I don’t know if you are aware that until a few weeks ago 
I was a senior housemaid in an English house!” said Betty. 
‘Never!’ said Alice. ‘True’ said Betty, my employer Mr 
Bevington and Gerald are old friends, and after he had his 
operation he came to stay to recuperate, he arrived on the Friday 
afternoon, and on Sunday he popped the question’. ‘Well I never 
did’, said Alice, ‘just like that’. Betty thought for a moment 
before replying, ’I fell in love with him the moment I saw him, 
and it was the same with him, I just prayed that he would ask me 
out, never guessing that he felt the same way’. ’Shall we go and 
make a cup of tea? ’Alice asked. ’What a good Idea’ Betty 
replied. As they sat and drank their tea, Alice said, ’do you 
know, I was dreading your arrival, thinking to myself, I wonder 
what this woman Gerald has married is like! but now we have 
met all my fears were groundless!. 
Betty asked Alice how she address Gerald, Alice said that in the 
early days she called him Mr Gerald, in the style of the big 
country houses in England, but some while after his wife passed 
away, he had asked her to drop the ’Mr’ and just call him Gerald. 
’Don’t worry, please don’t read anything into that, it is really just 
his way, as you will no doubt have realised by now’. Oh yes, I 
know what you mean, but he was so wonderful to me, I had never 
had a boyfriend in all my life, it just didn’t occur to me that I 
night be attractive to men, and it wasn't until Gerald arrived that I 
had this feeling like “J do hope he notices me!” \ had never ever 
had that thought before, he was an older man who I had never 
met before, and my head was in a whirl!’ Betty confessed. ‘Oh 
gosh’ replied Alice, ‘you did have it bad’. Alice continued, ‘I 
have to be honest, before I came here I was a great flirt, and I 
would drop my knickers at the drop of a hat, but as soon as I 
started nursing Mrs Wright, all that sort of thing went right out of 
my head, and when Gerald asked me to stay on and be his 
housekeeper, and act as estate Matron I suppose in my 
subconscious I closed down that part of my brain’. “Anyway 
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Alice’ said Betty ‘please call me Betty, I will tell Gerald that it is 
my request and not yours, I presume he has asked you to stay 
on?’ ‘Yes he sent me a cable to say he was getting married, he 
hoped I didn’t mind and would I please stay on as house keeper 
for as long as I wanted, and when I thought I wanted to retire, I 
had the choice of staying on in the guest wing on a pension or 
returning to England, but I didn’t see any point in the latter as all 
my relatives would have passed away by then!’ ‘Well I’m sure 
that we will get along fine, Betty replied. That evening at dinner 
with Alice and Gerald, Betty said to Gerald, ‘I have asked Alice 
to call me Betty, I feel that with the informality we have, it would 
be better that way’. Gerald agreed we are all mature adults so I 
see no problems with that arrangement. 

Some weeks later, Gerald and Betty were sitting having 
an afternoon cup of tea, Betty said, Gerald, I have something 
rather important to tell you’, Gerald glanced at her ’go ahead 
then’, and I hope you will be pleased, I am two months pregnant!’ 
*What wonderful news! are you certain?’. ‘Yes Alice is 100% 
certain, I have never in my life missed before, and once or twice 
recently I have had morning sickness, I am rather excited to say 
the least’. Gerald smiled, ‘so all our efforts have not been in vain’ 
he said laughing. *I wouldn’t call having enjoyment an effort’ she 
replied with a big smile. 

Seven months later Betty gave birth to a son, whom they 
named Christopher Robin, he came in at exactly seven pounds in 
weight. And then two years later she gave birth to a daughter, 
Anne Elisabeth who was a little heavier at seven pounds and nine 
ounces. Both were sturdy children and grew and developed well. 
They were a very happy family. Betty soon grew to love South 
Africa; they travelled around a lot, as Gerald had made many 
contacts over the years. Betty learnt how the business was run, 
and assisted Gerald in running the estate, and the employees liked 
and respected their new’ Missus’. Then in late 1938 Gerald was 
taken ill, Alice sent for the Doctor, who diagnoses a stomach 
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tumour, he was operated on and the tumour removed but it was 
much too late, the cancer had spread. May 1939 Gerald passed 
away in his sleep. Betty although devastated, decided to carry on 
with the business. 

Alice, now nearly 65 but in good health, decided to retire, 
and take up the offer made by Gerald and held good by Betty, 
*but I am always here when you want me, both as a friend and an 
employee, please don’t cut me off. ’There is no fear of that with 
the children around you will find plenty to do I’m sure’ Betty 
replied. 

Meanwhile the War clouds were gathering in Europe, so 
Betty contacted Bevingtons and sent a much larger order than 
usual in case of shortages, there was more than enough money in 
the Bank to do this. 
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Back to England, 1928 


88 


Basil and Gwenny 


It is now June 1928; Basil is awaiting the results of his 
matriculation. He has now left school, and has a job at an 
Insurance office in Northampton; it is just a temporary situation, 
while he awaits his ’Matric’ results. Meanwhile, Peter is staying 
on at College until the end of the summer term, and then he will 
start full time at Bevington’s. He will have to work really hard, 
Mr John was now 63 years of age, and would like to retire, and 
although Peter had been working Saturdays, and in the school 
holidays, he still had to gain the confidence and everyday 
experience in dealing with the bigger customers, and the overseas 
suppliers, but he was now looking forward to “going to business” 
(the “Buzz” word of the period used by people who worked in an 
office!). 

Ever since Basil’s sixteenth birthday, Basil and Gwenny 
had officially been “walking out”, although everyone knew that 
they had been lovers for years, even his parents realised what was 
going on, and Elsie took Gwenny aside one day, and talked 
kindly to her, telling her that she realised that she and her son 
were lovers, but would not show any displeasure, as it was rather 
obvious that they were deeply in love. She also said that she had 
heard Basil going along to Gwenny’s room in the night. 

Basil finally got his ‘Matric’ results, and they were 
excellent, when he showed them to his Manager, he immediately 
got on to their head office in London, and told the Managing 
Director for the South of England, he told Basil’s Manager to try 
and persuade Basil to stay, and offer him a senior Clerk’s position 
immediately, without any hesitation Basil accepted. When he told 
Gwenny and also his parents they were over the moon. He also 
told Mr John, he was very pleased, and Basil thanked him 
profusely for giving him the chance to go to the Grammar school 
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in the first place. ‘I did not offer you a position in our Company, 
because, of the fact you would have had to find “digs” in London, 
and that would have been too expensive for you, but don’t think I 
didn’t consider it, I did for a long while’. Basil thanked him again 
for his thoughts on working for the family, but said ‘I feel that I 
have once again been given an opportunity due to your 
generosity, you have really treated me more like your own son, 
than your Butlers son’. ‘That has been our pleasure Basil over the 
years, you and Peter grew up together, just like brothers, and I 
hope you both remain that way’. 

At Christmas, the Brown’s invited Gwenny to be with 
them in her time off over the holiday period, and Basil surprised 
her and his family, by asking her in front of his parents if she 
would consider becoming engaged to him, she of course said yes, 
and Basil presented her with a beautiful engagement ring. ‘You 
can stay all night tonight’ she whispered later to him, all the staff 
were pleased for them, although Edith giggled and said ‘it’s about 
time you made it legal!’ They decided to wait until after Basil’s 
21st Birthday before making final wedding plans, as Basil said, 
‘we need to save up really hard now, I know that it means 
perhaps we’ll only go into town once a month to the pictures, but 
we really need to make a good start in our married life’. ‘I agree, 
my sister has struggled for years to keep her head above water, 
and only now is she and her husband and kids comfortable, and 
can go out as a family occasionally’. 

Basil progressed in his position until as he approached his 
21st birthday in 1933, The General manager called him into his 
office, and said that as he was coming up to his majority, and his 
progress in the Company had been excellent, did he feel 
confident enough to take on the responsibility of overall control 
of his department, this of course would mean management status, 
and at age 21 that was a big responsibility for one so young. Basil 
replied that as he had recently on several occasions taken charge 
in the absence of Mr Spokes the current manager, due to illness, 
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he felt that he could quite capably hold down the job. ‘I will 
recommend to the board that they offer you this position, Mr 
Spokes is shortly to move to the Norwich office as general 
manager, so the vacancy is a genuine one,’ Basil thanked him, 
and said that he was sure he would not let him down. He said 
nothing to Gwenny for the moment; he did not want to get her 
hopes up too high. 

Meanwhile they had now started to make their wedding 
plans, they had decided that it would be on August the 5th, as the 
following Monday was a Bank Holiday (August Bank Holiday 
was on the first Monday of the month and not the last as in the 
present day) which meant he would only have to take four days 
holiday from his one week allowed him. They had not yet picked 
anyone as Bridesmaids, or selected a wedding dress. 

Then, once again the Bevingtons gave something to Basil, a 
splendid 21st Birthday party, all the staff were invited, and as it 
was a Buffet affair not many of the staff were involved in actually 
working, in fact Sophie had persuaded some of her Womens 
Institute members to assist, and they did a good job of it. Since he 
was 18, Basil had been travelling to Northampton every working 
day on an old Motorcycle, although it was reliable, it was not 
really the ideal transport for an office worker. As he arrived for 
the party, Basil noticed a rather large box in the Foyer, covered 
by some dustsheets; he presumed that some work was to take 
place in the house, decorating or something similar. Towards the 
end of the party, Sophie stood up and tapped her glass for 
attention. ‘Attention everyone, we are coming to the end of this 
celebration of Basil’s coming of age, and now I would like you 
all to come into the Foyer, where Basil will receive his present 
from Mr John, Peter and myself, and all the staff who contributed 
to it as well in some way or other’. 

Everyone followed her into the Foyer. ‘Now Basil, we get a little 
fed up with hearing that old Motor Bike of yours clattering out of 
the yard every morning, for those of us who like a lie in, it is 
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purgatory; everyone laughed, as no one ever laid in unless they 
were unwell. ’So I invite you to uncover this item under the 
dustsheets’. Basil was puzzled, if they didn’t like his noisy old 
bike, what was this, a new one? He slowly pulled the dustsheets 
off of what turned out to be just a wooden frame, and there 
underneath, was a brand new 2 door Morris Motor Car. Basil 
stood there transfixed, ‘you are joking Ma’am’ he said to Sophie, 
‘definitely not joking, you can drive, and in your new position as 
Manager (this had been confirmed two weeks before his birthday) 
you will need to be extra smart when you arrive at the office, and 
this should suit the purpose admirably’. Basil was lost for words, 
he felt like he wanted to cry! ‘I just cannot think of what to say, it 
is such a surprise, all I can do is to humbly say thank you to 
everyone, especially the Family, who have always treated me like 
a son’, ‘I promise you I will leave quietly in the mornings from 
now on’. 

Early next morning several of the grooms and Mr Parry 
brought some heavy planks set them on the steps, and Parry drove 
the car out the same way that it had come in, and drove it round 
to the Motor house. 

On the Monday morning, Basil drove off proudly in his new car, 
to start his new situation as department Manager, and there were 
some peculiar looks from his colleagues as he parked outside the 
office. Come into money have we?’ ‘Spending your pay rise on 
the drip already’. “NO and NO, it was a 21st birthday present 
from the family and staff at the Hall’. ’Gosh, they must think a lot 
of you; keeping the lady of the house happy are we?’ said 
someone cynically. ‘Nothing of the sort, they have always treated 
me like a son ever since I was a baby’. That seemed to close the 
conversation. The first day of his new position passed well, there 
were no dramas, no-one got upset, in fact it was a lot more 
peaceful than under the previous incumbents’ rule. Basil’s 
attitude was do your job & don’t complain, if you have a problem 
come and see me immediately and we’ll see if we can fix it there 
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and than, if not we will all put our head together and make it a 
team effort! And this policy seemed to work rather well. 

At the end of his second week the General Manager came to 
Basil’s desk. How are things going Mr Brown’ he asked, ‘very 
well I think’ replied Basil, the staff and I seem to get along very 
well’. ‘I had noticed that, you certainly seem to have got through 
some work the last week or so’. ‘I think it is mainly through 
teamwork, if we get a sticky claim, I put two people onto it, and 
as the old saying goes, two heads are better than one! And the 
results speak for themselves’. ‘Good work lad, keep it up’, and he 
walked off back to his office. 

The preparations for the wedding were going ahead 
well, Gwenny had now bought her wedding dress; they had 
picked two Brides Maids, and a Matron of honour from members 
of staff, two of the youngest, and a Mrs Wootton, who was a 
widow, and had recently started work in the laundry. 


Masie Pollard & the book 


Meanwhile, in his spare time, Basil had been writing up 
his notes that he had amassed over the years about ‘his’ pond. He 
had edited them into some form of readable chapters, but retained 
their chronological order. Working closely with his collection of 
photographs, and leaving spaces on the pages so if required they 
could be added, he made quite a large book. He had at times 
bought, when he could afford them copies of nature book 
published by a large London publishing house, under the general 
title of "Nature Notes’ followed by the authors title & name. Basil 
thought that his collection of notes and photos was as good as 
most of those already in print. So adding the photos where 
applicable, he parcelled up the several books involved, and sent 
them off to the Publishers with a covering letter. Two weeks later 
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when he returned home one evening, his mother said *there is a 
parcel for you, it looks as if your books have been sent back’. 
Having read in magazines about rejection slips etc., he was most 
surprised to see a letter from the publisher saying that they rather 
liked his manuscript, and that they had decided that there was 
enough material for two editions of ‘Nature Notes’. But could he 
please have them typed up on foolscap paper and return them in 
30 days for further appraisal! ’Please find enclosed a cheque for 
£100 in advance of publication’. Basil could not believe it, here 
was a cheque for £100. That was more than 3 months salary! The 
typing was the problem, he couldn’t type very well, and he didn’t 
have a typewriter anyway. But next day at the office he had an 
Idea, the senior typist was called Masie Pollard, and she was a 
widow of about 50 years of age. During the break for ‘elevenses’, 
basil called her into his office, telling her to bring her tea with 
her. ‘Masie, do you have a typewriter at home’ he asked quietly. 
‘Oh yes, I sometimes do the Gestetner sheets for the Church 
Magazine, and other bits of typing for the Vicar’. ‘Good, would 
you like to do some typing for me personally, I will pay £25 
initially, but if you think it worth more then I will increase my 
offer. I will pay for all the materials required, it has to be dome 
on foolscap paper’. She said that she thought that £25 was a lot to 
pay for “‘a bit of typing”. Basil then pulled out the books and 
showed her, ‘you will have to leave the spaces for the 
photographs like I have done here, make sure there is room for 
them and type the titles like they are here’, he told her. She said 
that she thought it was wonderful to write all that nature stuff and 
take the photos as well, ‘when did you start doing this? 

When I was about 12, I discovered this pond on some derelict 
farmland, made myself a hide in a thicket to sit in and that was 
the start of it all’. ‘What do you mean all?’ she asked. Basil 
blushed bright red. ‘Come on tell all Mr Brown!’ ‘Well shortly 
after I had started watching I met my fiancé out walking one 
afternoon, she asked me where I was going and I told her about 
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the pond, and she asked to come with me, and that day we 
became lovers and have been ever since’. ‘You naughty boy! 
Seducing a nice young lady like her, you deserve a slapped 
bottom’ she laughed as she said it. ‘Shall I say that she is two 
years older than I, and it was she who did the seducing, I was 
young and innocent, although I had watched the farm & garden 
boys and housemaids through a crack in the barn wall!’ ‘Tut Tut, 
anyway, when do you want these typed up?’ ‘They want them 
back in 30 days’. ‘I should be able to, manage that’ said Masie. 

_ She went off with the manuscripts in a brown paper carrier bag. 


A couple of days later’ Gwenny was full of excitement 
when he arrived home; she rushed out of the kitchen as he drove 
into the stable yard. ‘I hear that Rose cottage is to go up for sale 
shortly, could we afford the deposit and get a mortgage?’ "How 
much will it be?’ Gwenny replied that she did not know exactly’. 
‘I will go and see Mrs Salisbury right now and ask how much she 
will ask, It will be better if we buy privately she won’t have to 
pay commission to some Estate Agent’. 

Mrs Salisbury was a kindly soul, Basil had known her for 
most of his life, and her husband had died about 2 years ago. He 
knocked on the door, and she opened it. ‘Hello Basil, what can I 
do for you?’ ‘Gwenny tells me that she has heard that you are 
going to sell Rose Cottage, is that right?’ ‘Come in lad’, she led 
him into the living room, ‘sit down boy, I have decided to sell up 
and go and live with my Daughter in Bugbrooke, I'm finding it 
hard to look after myself now, my rheumatism is getting really 
bad these days’. Basil asked politely, ‘what figure had you in 
mind for the cottage’. ‘I want £250 for it freehold’, and I can 
leave as soon as the deal is settled’. ‘Can I have first refusal, if we 
do it privately you won’t have to pay an Estate Agent any 
commission’. ‘Yes alright, how soon will you know?’ ‘In a 
couple of days, I will see about a mortgage tomorrow’. He 
thanked her and returned home. 
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He said to Gwenny later that evening ‘I must see about a 
mortgage tomorrow morning’. ‘It would be nice to have a home 
of our own to start our married life in, wouldn’t it?’ ‘It would be 
better than paying rent to a landlord for the rest of your life, at 
least we would be putting the money in our own pocket so to 
speak, it would be ours after 25 years or less if we could afford to 
pay it off earlier’. 

The man at the Building Society, was very 
accommodating, ‘You will have no problem getting a mortgage 
on your salary sir, if you can pay a deposit of £25 pounds, that 
will be sufficient’. "Would you like it now?’ Basil asked, ’No sir, 
but if I fill out all the details now, we will let you know tomorrow 
morning, and you can pay the deposit then sir, you will need to 
employ the services of a Solicitor of course, do you have one 
retained?’ ‘No, but I will use our Company Solicitor if I can’. 

Basil returned to the office, he went to see the Solicitor 
that worked for them. ‘I’m afraid that I cannot personally do the 
conveyancing for you, but I also have a partnership in a practice 
here in Town, I can put you on to one of our partners, at an 
advantageous rate, is that OK?’ Basil said that would be fine, 
later he had a phone call from a Mr Horringer, ‘can you let me 
have the address of the property? And than I can make a move,’ 
“Would you kindly wait until I contact you tomorrow, when I am 
certain that I have the mortgage?’ Needless to say it all went 
though OK, the mortgage and the searches, and in three weeks 
Rose Cottage was theirs. 

Meanwhile, Masie had progressed with the typing, but 
one day she came to his office and asked if he could call round to 
her Bungalow, as she had a couple of queries regarding some 
grammar in the manuscript, Basil asked when it would be 
convenient to do so, ‘I have nothing to do this evening, would 
straight after work be OK’, ‘Yes OK’ Basil replied, just for 
appearances sake I will pick you up outside the Co-op in 
Abington Street’. 
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Masie lived in a small Bungalow on the outskirts near 
Weston Favell, Basil had phoned the Hall to give a message to 
his mother and to Gwenny that he would be a little late home due 
to work on the book. Masie made some tea and sandwiches, and 
they sat down side by side on the sofa, and while they ate Masie 
showed him the error she had spoken about, ‘I see what you 
mean, I must have been asleep when I wrote that’ Basil mused 
out loud, ‘More than likely lack of it’ teased Masie. Basil gave 
her a cheeky grin. ‘Now then, keep the party clean! He 
admonished her. ‘I’m sure you don’t mean that’ said Masie. She 
cleared away the tea things and asked to be excused for a few 
minutes. When she returned, she had changed out of her office 
clothes into a fairly tight fitting kimono type dress, ‘That’s better’ 
she remarked, ‘I get fed up being in office dress, I much rather 
like to be the real me, and feel relaxed’. Basil suddenly realised 
what a lovely slim figure she had, and for her age how well it 
looked. ‘You certainly look different in that dress’ Basil blurted 
out. ‘Well you see, I have to appear the mature office typist in 
working hours, and I never feel relaxed in the office, although I 
must say that since you took over from Mr Spokes, things have 
improved somewhat, the staff seem so intent on doing the job 
well’. Basil replied that, that was his intention right from the start 
of his reign as manager. 

She sat back down beside him, ‘I do find it rather lonely 
since my husband passed away; it is ten years next month. ‘Have 
you never found anyone to replace him after all that time’? ‘I 
have never really thought about it, my main aim is to keep my 
head above water, and not get into debt, the bungalow is mine, 
we had a Mortgage insurance in case of such an eventuality’. 
‘You have no children?’ asked Basil. She went on to explain that 
they had discovered that she could not bear children, and so had 
worked to buy the Bungalow, and take holidays when they could 
afford them, we even had a car, but that had to go when Bert 
died. 
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‘What do you wear when you get home from the office’ 
she asked. ‘Usually, an old pair of flannel bags an open necked 
shirt and a jumper depending on the weather’. ‘Is that what you 
wear when you go down to the pond with Gwenny for a bit of the 
other?’ ‘Now you are getting personal’ said Basil, ‘you’ll be 
suggesting that I take my tie off next!’ ‘I was just about to 
suggest it, yes take your tie off, and anything else you want to 
remove, relax, it has been a hard day’. He took off his tie, and his 
jacket and waistcoat, it was a warm June evening. “That is more 
like it!’ as she sneaked a couple of buttons undone of her Kimono 
while his head was turned away. The next minute she had put her 
arm around his neck and pulled him towards her and kissed him 
full on the lips, ‘Now that was uncalled for’ Basil protested, ‘I 
know, but it happened all the same because that was what I called 
for, now you kiss me, and she lunged towards him again, ‘just the 
one, and that is all’. As he pulled her closer he realised that he 
was Starting to get aroused, (this should not be happening he 
thought, but it is, and I am enjoying it!) Then he felt her tongue 
prodding at his lips, he parted them and she thrust it in hard, he 
felt himself harden, then she slipped her hand onto his groin, at 
the same time pressing her now hard breasts against his chest. 
Suddenly she started to get up from the Sofa, pulling him with 
her, the next thing he knew was, they were on the bed in the next 
room. She slipped his braces over his shoulders, without breaking 
off the kiss, and undoing his buttons pulled off his trousers, 
underpants and all! ‘What do you think you are doing,’ he 
protested. ‘With a dick in that state I think it’s more like what are 
you going to do next?’ He realised that he had given way, so he 
lay beside her undid the rest of her buttons, and gently slipped off 
her Kimono, she was naked underneath it! He managed to calm 
her and his self down, let’s take our time, it’s all the better for 
waiting.’ His ardour softened, and then he started to work on her 
a little, taking her nipples gently in his mouth, and sucking and 
running his tongue around them until they were bone hard and 
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quite long, Chapel hat pegs have nothing on these; he told her. 
‘From what I saw, the Stallion in the field has nothing on you; 
please give it to me now! I want it now!’ ‘If you want me to make 
love to you, then we do it my way OK?’ ‘OK’ she replied, ‘but 
don’t keep me waiting too long’. He took her hand and placed it 
on his manhood, ‘Just treat it gently, when I move my hand you 
move yours’. And he laid his hand on her mount of Venus, slowly 
entering his finger, then withdrawing a little he worked on her 
Clitoris, quite gently stroking, and then in a circular motion 
around it, it stood hard against his finger and still he stroked, 
Masie was moaning gently now, and he was feeling very hard 
himself, ‘please, now! I want it now!’ He gently parted her legs 
wide, and kneeled between them, she still had hold of his 
manhood, and was gently stroking it, and she guided him until he 
was in up to the hilt, then she wrapped her long legs around his 
waist pulling him into her. Gently they rocked to & fro, making 
little movement between them, just gently pressing until she gave 
almost a shout as she climaxed. 

‘I told you it would be worth waiting for, and you are nice and 
tight’. ‘You are the first to enter me since my husband died!’ 
’*There’s more to come yet’, Basil murmured, and he carried on 
rocking and pressing gently again she called out, I have never in 
my life had it like this before, five time she reached an orgasm. 
Then Basil asked her if she wanted to ride him, so they rolled 
over and she gently slid up and down him, almost letting his 
manhood slip out, but then just in time thrusting downward upon 
in until she felt it press against her cervix, then Basil began to 
moan gently, so she slowed her movements to almost nothing, he 
quietened, and she started again, gripping him tightly moving 
along it’s full length and thrusting down again and again. She 
could feel it must be near the end, so she made long slow strokes 
until he started to thrust up at her, and then he arched his back 
and she felt the cool semen pumping into her. 


De) 


They went into the bathroom together and ran the Bath 
and stood in it together and washed each other down, then dried 
each other off, as she dried Basil genitals he started to rise again, 
‘do you want it again?’ she asked. ’Do you’, he said. Yes right 
now, she put her hands on the washbasin and thrust her two half 
moons at him, and spread her legs wide. Basil entered her Vagina 
from behind and thrust rapidly until he reached his climax,’ ’m 
sorry you didn’t make it that time’ he said, ‘I did but not so 
strongly’ Masie replied. You do realise that, that is the first and 
the last time we shall make love’ said Basil. ‘We shall see about 
that’ Masie said ‘we shall see’. That was the best shag in all my 
life, and I want some more of it’. ‘And what excuse could |I give 
my wife to be, especially after she becomes my wife’. ‘We will 
think of something, I must have more of you in me’. Now you are 
being Crude’ Basil replied. He dressed himself, and then giving 
her a short kiss left and went home. 


The next morning in the office Masie said ‘good morning 
Mr Brown’. He replied with ’good morning Masie’, not a flicker 
of recognition of what had happened the night before, but the 
next day, she said I have finished all the typing, will you come 
and collect it, it is rather heavy for me to carry, and there is some 
more to settle up’. Basil thought for a minute, I have an 
appointment this evening, can we make it the day after?’ ‘Yes 
that will be OK;’ Basil knew that there was a business dinner that 
evening, and that Gwenny would be late finishing, in fact he was 
looking forward to going to Masie’s place again. He spent the 
majority of that night in Gwenny’s bed, only creeping back into 
his own bed about 4-30 in the morning. 

Again in the office no sign of recognition from Masie, she 
certainly could keep a straight face, as could he of course. He 
picked her up outside the Co-op as before, and they pulled up 
outside her Bungalow 15 minutes later. 
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They went in and Masie made tea for them, and while 
they ate it, Basil looked through the last few pages of the neatly 
typed pages, ‘all I have to do is attach the photos and it will be 
ready to take down to the publishers’. ‘Can I come with you?’ 

‘I don’t think that would be wise do you, you and I out of the 
office together, someone might put two and two together’. ‘Not if 
I go sick the day before, I could go home with a bad headache at 
lunchtime’. ‘I shall be stopping in London overnight,’ ‘even 
better’ Masie said. ‘I thought that is what you would say’ grinned 
Basil. ‘I am going t get out of my office clothes, want to come 
and help me?’ ‘Yes if you like’. So they went into the bedroom 
and the fun of course began again. 


A few days later Basil went in to see the General 
Manager, ‘I would like to take two days unpaid leave if I may, I 
have to go to London on some personal business’ ‘I think that 
would be OK, when would that be’. I thought Thursday & Friday 
next week, I have to take my manuscripts for my book down to 
the Publishers, and discuss their publication’ Basil told him. ‘Yes, 
that will be fine, and good luck with the books’. 

Basil told Masie when he was going, but did say to her 
that there could be a problem, if she went to the station and saw 
him with Gwenny, please do not acknowledge me, you know 
what she looks like, she was in some of the later photos’. Masie 
rather reluctantly said that she understood that Gwenny might 
decide to go with him if she could get the time off. Basil told 
Gwenny that he would be in London for a night stop over, would 
she be able to come with him? Gwenny immediately went back to 
the kitchen and looked in her blue book, there was nothing for 
Friday evening, and Thursday was easy and Edith could cope 
with that with help. So she thought that it would be OK but 
would see Mrs Bevington in the morning to make sure. 

When she approached Mrs Bevington, she asked what the 
situation was for Friday and the weekend as nothing was in the 
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book. Sophie said that she was about to come and see her, 
Thursday evening she was out for dinner with friends, and on 
Friday she was going to London shopping, and would not be back 
until Saturday afternoon, and enquired the reason she had asked. 
Gwenny said that Basil was going to see the publishers on 
Thursday and Friday, and was stopping overnight in London and 
she would like to go with him. Sophie said that she was sure 
Edith could cope admirably, and yes go ahead, you deserve a 
break, giving her a sly smile, Gwenny thanked her and went 
about her duties. Basil said nothing to Masie, and when she went 
sick Wednesday midday, he said nothing, except he hoped she 
would feel better tomorrow. 
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London 


Basil and Gwenny arrived at Northampton Castle Station, 
Masie was nowhere in sight, so he hoped that she had got cold 
feet over the deception and had gone to the office. They boarded 
the train and about 90 minutes later were walking out of Euston 
Station, Basil called a Cab, and they arrived at the Publishers a 
few minutes early. At the reception desk Basil told the 
receptionist that he had an appointment with a Mr Mackay, ‘He is 
expecting you’. She pressed a bell and a young man appeared, 
and she instructed him to take them both up to Mr Mackay's 
office. 

Mackay was a man in middle age, but with Auburn hair 
and a small moustache, ‘Ah good morning Mr Brown, and Mrs 
Brown?’ ‘Not yet she replied, but I will be in August’. Basil put 
the Manuscripts on the desk, and Mackay picked them up and 
leafed through them, ‘very neat and tidy, and well presented’. 
‘I’m glad you think so, I got our senior typist to do them at home 
for a small fee, I am rather pleased with them myself’. Mackay 
went on to explain the layout that they would use, and then 
showed them a facsimile of the cover and printing. The title 
‘Nature Notes was as all the others in the series, below this was 
‘Basils Pond’, and below that the initials ‘BB’. 

‘We thought that ‘BB’ looked a lot better than ‘Basil 
Brown’, no offence to you, but has a little mystique about it, 
don’t you agree?’ Basil replied that he was right of course, in fact 
on some other scribbling he had done he had used the monogram 
*BB; After some more discussion Mackay said that it was time 
they went out to lunch. 

When they returned, Mackay showed them a sample cover that 
had been made whilst they were out to lunch. It was in a mid 
green colour, with the lettering in gold. Basil and Gwenny were 
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both very impressed. There were also some sample pages, of 
some that contained photographs, Basil commented that that was 
rather quick work, but Mackay explained that they had been 
made from his original manuscript some weeks before. *We were 
so sure that we would use your work that we took the liberty of 
making plates from several pages of photos, and then had the type 
set from your handwritten work’. Basil thanked him for their 
confidence. 

Mackay then said I have another appointment at 3 pm, and if they 
returned at 10 am tomorrow, he would have all the contracts 
ready to sign. Basil asked if it was possible to have specimen 
contract to take with him now, Mackay gave him one 
immediately. They then took a cab to the Hotel that Basil had 
booked, he told Gwenny to keep her gloves on until they were in 
their room, as he has booked it for Mr & Mrs Brown. As soon as 
they got to the room, Basil asked the Hotel operator for the office 
number, and then asked for the Company solicitor when he got 
through. ‘Hello Basil, what can I do for you? Iam going to read 
some small print clauses in a contract I have here, and I want 
your opinion briefly on them, is that OK with you?’ ‘Yes of 
course, but read them slowly!’ Basil read through them one by 
one, and at the end of each, got the reply ‘OK’, when he had 
finished, he said, ‘that contract is fine, but make sure that the one 
you sign is the same on the back, turn it over before you sign it’. 
‘Thanks very much’ said Basil, ‘see you on Monday’. 

Next day with the formalities over, they took a walk 
around the West end shops, but were careful not to spend any 
money apart for lunch. Then they took a Cab back to Euston 
station, and caught the train to Northampton. In the car on the 
way home, Gwenny said, ‘do you think you will make much 
money from the books?’ ’I hope it will give us some extra 
income, especially if we start a family and you stop working for a 
while’, we might be able to pay the mortgage off early, and that 
would be no bad thing’. 
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On Monday morning, Basil was a few minutes late due to 
a Farmer deciding to move a flock of sheep on his journey to the 
office. ‘No Masie this morning?’ he asked, "No Masie at all any 
more, came in on Thursday afternoon, said her headache was 
much better, and than on Friday gives in he notice and said she 
would not work her notice!’ ‘How odd! Just like that’. (I wonder 
if I had anything to do with that, Basil thought with a sense of 
relief, I just hope she doesn’t come back into my life again) When 
he went into his office, on the desk was an envelope addressed to 
Mr B. Brown, He slit the envelope open and withdrew a single 
sheet of paper, 


‘Dear Mr Brown, 

I have decided not to continue working in this office 
anymore, I have had an ofjer of work in Wellingborough which I 
feel would be better for my future, and it will pay more money. 
Also I recently had an offer made for my Bungalow, which I have 
decided to accept so I will be moving anyway. 

Therefore I will be unable to continue doing work for you 
in my spare time, I must say though, that I got a great deal of 
pleasure doing your typing. Maisie Pollard 


(Well Basil thought, that was very well putnobody reading 


that would I think, not suspected anything amiss, but it is a great 
relief to me that she has gone). 
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Rose Cottage 


It is now a week before the wedding, they managed to do 
a swap with the double bed for a single to go in the back 
bedroom, should anyone wish to stay with them, they had nearly 
all of Mrs Salisbury’s furniture, "I won’t need it as I will be living 
with my Daughter, I will take my favourite chair and one or two 
other small pieces, and you can have the rest in the price of the 
cottage. They had disposed of some pieces, and bought other 
things with the proceeds. All in all, they were pretty well set up 
for the future. 

Mr John had asked Gwenny if she would like him to give 
her away, and she said she would be honoured for him to do so. 
Sophie said that she could have use of one of the guest rooms for 
her preparations on the morning of the wedding, which she also 
accepted. She and the bridesmaids assembled about 9 am in the 
guest room, and the village hairdresser came at 9-30 to do her 
hair, and the Bridesmaids hair also. The wedding was to be at 
Noon, and once again Sophie had taken charge of the 
arrangements, there was to be a party in the large dining room, 
which had been re-arranged for the occasion, The catering had 
been seen to, and all the staff were invited, but a few would have 
to assist the caterers. 

At fifteen minute to twelve, Mr John knocked on the door 
of the guest room, Gwenny said to come in, and then followed by 
the Bridesmaids, they proceeded down into the Foyer and down 
the front steps on their way to the Hall Chapel for the service. 
Basil had asked Peter to be best man, as they had been friends all 
of their lives, and now Peter stood beside him to carry out his 
duties to the letter. 

The Vicar called the Banns for the last time, they went 
through the service as they had rehearsed, both made their vows 
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clearly and without hesitation, and then they came out into the 
brilliant August sunshine legally man and wife, no more sneaking 
away to make love together. 

Gwenny’s sister and her family had come from Aylesbury, and 
another sister who was unmarried had managed to get time off 
from her job as a housemaid, and Gwenny cried when she saw 
her, it had been some years since their last meeting. 

When later Peter stood up to read out the cards and 
telegrams, there were a couple of surprises, the first was a 
telegram which said; ‘many congratulations on your happy day, I 
too am marrying today, best wishes Masie!’ 

The second was a cable; ‘Glad you are marrying at last, love from 
us all, Betty and Gerald and family, Cape Town!’ 

And another telegram read; ‘ Please be happy in your new home, 
and may you live there many a year; Rose Salisbury’. Basil said 
to Gwenny ‘I never realised the cottage was called after her!’ 

William and Elsie looked fondly at the happy couple, 
perhaps remembering their own wedding many years before. The 
party continued late into the evening, Basil and Gwenny had 
decided not to go away for a honeymoon, but would be going 
’Home’ straight from the party, Gwenny said to her colleagues ’[ 
want to start off married life in My new bed, not in some well 
used Hotel bed’. The next morning they awoke late, having 
arrived at Rose Cottage around lam. They lay in each other’s 
arms and snuggled down for a little longer. Then all of a sudden, 
Gwenny jumped up out of bed, ’come on Basil Brown, let’s have 
breakfast, get washed and dressed and go down to the pond!’ 
Basil looked at her out of sleepy eyes, ‘yes why not, if you make 
some sandwiches, and we had a couple of thermos flasks among 
the presents, if we can find them, we can take a hot drink too, we 
are on holiday for a whole week’. 

They spent a lazy day at the pond Basil shot a whole roll 
of film, some of Gwenny and she took some of him, ‘we must 
have a record of our Honeymoon’ she said, but of course most 


107 


were of the wild life. There were some Beech trees not too far 
from the pond, and one day as they sat outside of the hide having 
their packed lunch, Gwenny suddenly picked up the camera, and 
carefully focussed on the stem of a weed of some kind and 
carefully clicked the shutter. ‘What was that?’ asked Basil. ‘I am 
not sure, it was a mauve coloured large butterfly’. ‘Well it could 
have been a Purple Emperor, there are some Beech trees over 
there, and they tend to live around them, but I have never seen 
one before’. ‘We will have to wait until the photos are developed, 
it’s a pity we cannot take coloured photos, but the markings will 
tell us if it was’. 

As they walked through the grounds of the Hall on their 
way home, Sophie intercepted them. ‘Hello you two, how is 
married life?’ she asked smiling, °OK’ replied Gwenny, we have 
spent the day at the pond, being lazy’. ‘I was coming to see you 
this evening if that is not inconvenient’, ‘That is OK said Basil, 
‘would you like to eat with us, about 6 o’clock?’ asked Basil. 
‘That would be nice, there is only myself here tonight, John is 
staying in London, so I will come about a quarter to six then’. 
They parted company, and the honeymooners carried on to “Rose 
Cottage”. Sophie called in at the kitchen and told Edith that they 
could both have the evening off, as she would be eating out. 
Sophie arrived dead on 5-45 pm, she was a stickler for 
punctuality. Basil offered her a glass of Sherry, which she 
accepted gladly, and Gwenny shouted from the kitchen, ‘on the 
table in 10 minutes!’ Basil excused himself for a moment, and 
then Sophie appeared at the kitchen doorway, ‘what a delightful 
view you have from the window, but you will have to get the 
garden sorted out, and then it will be even better! After the meal, 
which was quite simple, and completed with a fresh fruit salad, 
Sophie suggested that they go out into the garden. ‘Mrs Salisbury 
could not manage it after her Husband died, so it is in a bit of a 
mess at present’ volunteered Basil, never mind, “have you got a 
pencil and a notepad’ Sophie asked Basil, Basil went indoors and 
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came back with requested items, Sophie made some notes, and 
some quick sketches, ’it was quite nicely laid out before it 
became overgrown, is there anything you had thought of doing 
with it?’. ‘I had thought of making a short drive, through that 
fence there’ he said indicating a fence to the right of the cottage, 
‘and perhaps later making a garage for the car’. Yes that seems a 
sensible thing to do, look, I have made some sketches of what the 
garden appeared to be like previously, with a line drawn 
lengthways to represent the drive and a garage, what are you 
planning for tomorrow?’ ’Nothing in particular’ said Gwenny, 
glancing towards Basil, who nodded agreement. ’OK then, I’ll 
come along with some labour and some extra kit, and we’ll have 
a go at tidying things up a bit, will that be alright?’ ‘Thank you 
very much’ said Basil, never surprised at what Sophie would 
suggest, he had too many surprises in the past, the Morris 
Motorcar being the most recent. Just as dusk was falling Sophie 
departed. ‘That lady never ceases to amaze me’ said Gwenny, 
’She certainly got the bit between her teeth tonight’ Basil 
rejoined, *I can hardly wait until the morning!’ 

At around 8-30 am next morning there was a knock on the 
door, there stood the foreman gardener, and two of his lads. 
’Mornin’ Gwenny’ he mumbled, ’the Boss lady says we’re to 
clean up your garden and at about 11-00 she’ll come down and 
give us fresh orders on what to do’. Gwenny let them in by the 
side gate, quickly he ordered the lads to clear all the grass and 
Nettles, away and make a heap on what had been the vegetable 
garden, and then he followed on marking out where the existing 
flowerbeds were. ’Mr Salisbury used to keep this nice y’know, 
but the last year or so he had Arthritis so bad he couldn’t hardly 
walk, and it got neglected, and his missus never were much of a 
gardener, but you’ll get it in shape no doubt’. He told Basil, 
Sophie arrived promptly as usual, she walked with the foreman 
and pointed out various things, making more sketches and notes, 
and what must have been a plant list for her use, Gwenny made 


109 


tea for all, and the gardeners took a break from their labours, 
Sophie then said ‘I have told them the next jobs to do, and I have 
had a look, no-one has any washing out, so I have told them to 
burn all the grass and weeds that they have piled up on the 
vegetable patch’. The gang returned to work, and the “bones” of 
the garden were slowly coming into shape. 

When they returned from their midday break, they had 
with them a handcart loaded with flowerpots and trays of plants, 
which no doubt Sophie had loaded onto it in their absence. 
Shortly she arrived in her floppy hat, and her sacking apron, 
(what the locals thought of her dressed like that heaven only 
knows). The gardeners had done a good job overall, they had dug 
over the flower beds and borders, in between the shrubs she had 
told them to save, and had pruned the latter back to an acceptable 
state. Meanwhile one of the lads had brought in all the pots and 
trays and placed them on the area marked out for the driveway, 
Sophie then with his assistance placed the pots and some of the 
trays in various places on the borders. ’We can only put in the 
perennials at this time of year’, she told Basil, ‘Too late for much 
flowering stuff now, except for the Pansies and Cyclamen, but 
you will really see the benefit of this early planting come next 
spring and summer’. She then went on to outline what colours to 
expect, and how to treat the plants that they had planted, ‘I found 
this gardening book by Mr C.H. Middleton. He is a well-known 
and respected “expert” gardener’. (C.H. Middleton used to have a 
gardening program “IN YOUR GARDEN” on the BBC National 
radio station on Sunday afternoons in the 1930’s and 40’s). 

‘PII leave you to dig the vegetable garden’ Sophie told 
Basil & Gwenny, ‘that’s fine’ said Gwenny, ’we didn’t expect 
you to do all this work for us’. Sophie said that a little help goes a 
long way when it came to gardening, especially when you are 
new to it, “Ill get the men to come and give the front garden a sort 
out tomorrow, it should only take a morning, it isn’t that big! And 
then at least you will be tidy’. ‘They are leaving a set of tools for 
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you, some of the old stuff, we now have two less garden staff 
now that I have redesigned our gardens’. 

After a couple of months, and some advice from one of 
the older garden staff, Basil had got the Vegetable patch sorted 
out and dug over several times, to clear the weed infestation, 
‘now you need to leave it for the winter frosts to break it down, 
keep an eye on it though, and kill of any weeds that come up 
before the winter, this clay soil needs some breaking down if you 
are to do any good with it’. With that comment, the old man 
walked of to the pub. 


Peter and Julia 


In amongst all the comings and goings at Morton Hall, 
Peter had acquired himself a girlfriend, her name was Julia 
Henderson, she was the daughter of a London Wine wholesaler, 
and Peter had first met her at a business lunch, and then later at 
her fathers offices, where she was his appointments secretary 
amongst other things. She was the same age as Peter, and had 
similar interest outside of work, and soon was weekending at the 
Hall, and riding out over the rolling Northamptonshire 
countryside with Peter, and also occasionally with Basil as well. 
The couple often spent an evening with Basil & Gwenny at Rose 
Cottage when Gwenny was off duty. 

On Easter Sunday 1934 they announced their engagement, 
and on Easter Saturday 1935 they married in a rather lavish affair 
in London, Basil and Gwenny were invited, but unfortunately a 
few days before the day, Gwenny had a miscarriage, and was 
ordered to bed by the local Doctor. 

The happy pair went off to Ireland for their Honeymoon, 
for two weeks. Upon their return, Mr John called Peter into his 
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office, "I am now approaching my 70th birthday, I would like to 
retire, | am sure that you can manage to run things very well now 
without me looking over your shoulder, I might come in for say 
two days a week for a while, just to keep an eye on things, but by 
August I want to be free of the worry of the business, I know that 
you and Julia have a house in London, but I would like you to 
come up most weekends to stay at the Hall’. Peter nodded in 
agreement, ’yes I think that would be acceptable to Julia, and I 
have said that if we are fortunate enough to have children, then 
we would move to the Hall to live, and I would use the London 
House for a base for work, and employ a local live in 
Housekeeper to look after my daily needs and keep the place up 
to scratch’. ’Good’ said his father, ’that has taken a weight off of 
me, and now Sophie and I can have more time together, we have 
a lot of catching up to do. 

Within 3 months the couple announced that they were to 
be parents, and by early September they were installed in the Hall 
permanently. In January 1936 at Weston Favell Maternity Home, 
Julia gave birth to a son, Arthur John, named after both 
grandfathers. When his father retired in the previous August, Mr 
Grey the family Chauffeur for many years also retired, Peter 
chose to drive himself to and from London, and had purchased an 
”SS100 Jaguar” sports car for the purpose which some of the 
villagers thought rather noisy going down the high street at 7 am 
on a Monday morning, but Peter’s only comment was, ‘I don’t 
know why they complain, I thought hereabouts that Monday was 
washing day, and they should all be slaving over their “Dolly 
tubs” by that time!’ This comment caused quite a laugh from the 
local men on the staff; they complained that their wives were 
more interested in reading “Women’s weekly” and other similar 
publications rather than doing the washing! 
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John and Sophie 


Shortly after the birth of Arthur John, Sophie told the staff 
that she and Mr John were going on a holiday, to the 
Mediterranean to get some sunshine, they were to leave by train 
and were going first to Italy, to see Florence, Venice and Rome, 
then to go to Egypt for a month. John was of course always a fit 
and healthy man, and Sophie of course younger, with her 
gardening was also very fit. 

Peter drove them to Northampton Station in the Rolls, and on his 
return commented that it was time that the Rolls was retired also! 

The journey to Italy was uneventful, they found the train 
comfortable, and the company congenial, mostly of course, 
wealthy people like themselves. There was heavy snow in the 
Alps, but the Railway authorities had made a good job of keeping 
the tracks clear. They spent 2 weeks in Florence, mostly looking 
at the wonderful works of art displayed in the Galleries there, also 
the wonderful Churches in the city. 

They went to Venice, and had booked a suite in an Hotel 
near St Marks Square again for two weeks, but Sophie was not 
too enamoured for a start getting in and out of the Gondola’s, but 
at the end of their time there she had mastered the act! From 
Venice they went to Rome, and visited all the usual tourist spots, 
but neither really enjoyed it there, ‘with Mussolini’s men around, 
it was rather too political for me said John. 

They then boarded a ship to Alexandria in Egypt, and then by 
train to Cairo. Sophie enjoyed Cairo, always-bustling crowds, 
visits to the museums, and the Pyramids at Giza. Then they 
boarded a “Floating Hotel” down the river Nile, to see the 
Temples and sights at Karnack & Aswan. They eventually 
returned by the route they had come, and from Alexandria they 
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took ship to Southampton, and home. Before they left, John had 
invested in a 9.5 mm cine camera, and had taken a lot of footage 
of their adventures, and was quite impatient to see the results! 

By now Arthur, the new Baby, had grown considerably, 
and was in for a lot of spoiling by this pair of grandparents. Peter 
told his father that all was well with the business, and he had 
acquired some new clients. Sophie and John arranged a quiet 
dinner party on the Saturday night following their return, with 
Peter and Julia, Julia’s parents, and Basil & Gwenny. Edith said 
that she and her assistant could cope OK, and in any case 
Gwenny would be there until around 6 o’clock to assist and 
advise. 

The Dinner as planned was a quiet affair, Sophie and John 
regaling those present with stories of their prolonged holiday, 
John certainly seemed to be very rested and relaxed, but Sophie 
as ever was full of vim & vigour, like a steam locomotive 
awaiting the green flag! She enthused over the Temples at 
Karnack, *how they ever managed to build them without cranes 
and that sort of thing I can only wonder! They are so high off of 
the ground, made me feel giddy just looking up at them!’ Around 
11 pm Basil and Gwenny made their excuses and left the Hall, 
Gwenny had been in the kitchen early that morning, and was 
feeling rather tired. 

The in-laws carried on chatting for a while, and stated that 
they could never go to Egypt or anywhere when the only means 
of transport was a ship as the wife; Daphne was always terribly 
seasick, even on a Ferry to the Isle of Wight! 

The Bevingtons commiserated with her, and rather rubbed it even 
more by describing the sea journey from Italy to Alexandria! 
Peter and Julia left the four older members of their respective 
families still talking, until Sophie said ‘if we don’t go to bed 
John, we won’t be up for Chapel in the morning!’ The others 
agreed and all went off to their rooms. 
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The mishap 


After Lunch, John suggested to Arthur that they took a 
ride across the Park, Arthur said, *I am not much of a horseman, 
but I don’t mind a gentle ride, but I cannot do more than a trot 
otherwise I will land on my head most likely’. John promised that 
that would be the extent of the ride, and they would take two of 
the older quieter mounts. The afternoon was pleasantly warm 
with a gentle breeze, and the meandered across the Park, until 
they reached the part called “Maggots Moor’, here they turned to 
their right in the direction of “The Home farm”, and after a while 
gained the road, they watered the horses in the “Wash brook”, 
and then turned back towards the village. As they rode up the hill 
by Home farm, a motor car came round the bend at the top at a 
fast speed and in the centre of the road, Johns horse reared and 
ran off, having thrown John heavily onto the high bank that edged 
the road, there was no flat grass verge at this point, so his fall was 
no So great as it would have been had there been one! Arthur 
asked if he was hurt, *I think I have broken my left arm, and my 
left leg is rather painful, please go to the farmhouse for help. Ask 
them to telephone the Hall and have Peter or someone bring the 
Rolls’. Arthur rode into the farmyard and called out, Mrs Stubbs 
came rushing out, ‘whatever is the matter sir? She cried, ‘Mr 
John has been thrown by his horse and is hurt, please telephone 
the Hall and ask Peter to bring the Rolls, and a groom to try and 
catch the horse!’ ‘Right away sir, will you wait just a moment, 
and I will inform you what they say’. Arthur waited about two 
minutes and the woman returmed, ‘they will be here in five 
minutes sir’. ‘Thank you, I will go and see to Mr John,’ the 
woman followed as fast as she could, looking most troubled. John 
had slid down the bank onto the road, but was leaning back onto 
it, his face very pale, ’Peter will be here in a minute’ said Arthur, 
and he is bringing a groom to catch the horse if it hasn’t already 
reached the stables’. Then Peter arrived, the horse was standing 
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by the “Smithy”, the groom is walking back with it, Mother says I 
am to take you direct to Northampton Hospital, she was 
telephoning them when I left’. They helped John into the Rolls, 
and Peter gave Arthur a ’leg-up’ onto his horse and then swept 
off in the Rolls towards Northampton. 

When Arthur arrived back at the Hall Sophie was waiting 
anxiously, he dismounted and a groom took the horse. ’How hurt 
is he?’ she enquired’ and what happened?’ Some idiot was 
speeding in a car, came around the bend in the middle if the roar, 
John’s horse reared and threw him onto the bank. He thinks his 
left arm is broken, and he complained of pains in his left leg’. 
Sophie, answered ’I am glad it is his left and not his right, or that 
could be complicated!’ ’Why is that’ Arthur enquired, *his right 
arm and leg were damaged in the Great war, that is how he lost 
his two fingers on his right hand’. Arthur said ’I never asked how 
he lost them, I would have been too embarrassed to ask!’ 

‘Come in and have a cup of tea, or something 
stronger if you prefer’. ‘No, Tea will be fine thank you’. Arthur's 
wife clucked and fussed around him like an old mother hen, ‘you 
will go doing things like riding horses, you might have been 
killed!’ ‘But I wasn’t was I?’ protested Arthur. When she left the 
room briefly; ‘that Woman will be the death of me’ complained 
Arthur, ‘she fusses around as though I am in my dotage, but in 
fact she is older than me by five years!’ Sophie giggled despite 
the situation, ‘never mind Arthur, at least you are OK, John was 
leading in single file I suppose?’ ‘Yes, the road is rather narrow 
at that point, but I’d like to catch up with that fellow! He didn’t 
even have the decency to stop and see if anyone was hurt!’ 


Peter returned later that afternoon from the 
Hospital, he reported that his father had indeed fractured his left 
arm, but only a simple fracture, but considering his age, and the 
fact that he was badly bruised down the left side, it was decided 
to keep him in for observation for 48 hours. Sophie was 
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somewhat relieved but even so she got ready, and went off in her 
car to visit him and take some things in for him. 


Married life 


Life for Basil & Gwenny carried on as usual for a while, 
the garden blossomed the next summer, but just before Easter 
1935 Gwenny had had a miscarriage, and had to miss Peter and 
Julia’s wedding, Basil was somewhat concerned about her 
condition, but the Doctor reassured them that there was nothing 
to worry about, and that usually it meant that perhaps there was a 
slight problem with the Foetus, and it was perfectly natural for 
the body to reject it, ‘a lot of women have a miscarriage and don’t 
know it, because it is very early in the pregnancy they didn’t 
realise that they were in fact pregnant’. Reassured by his advice 
they put it behind them. However, six months later it happened 
again, and as she was 12 weeks into the pregnancy, the Doctor 
did register some concern, but again said not to be too worried. 
Gwenny by this time was very concerned, not helped by her 
married sister’s “old wives tales” about miscarriages, and 
returned to using “precautions”. 


On their third wedding anniversary in 1936, she told Basil 
that she was again pregnant, and that the baby was due the first 
week of February 1937, so she had passed the point where she 
had lost the previous pregnancy. Everything went well, and at 6 
months she asked Sophie if she could now have unpaid leave, and 
she would like to return to work a few months after the birth, as 
Basil’s mother was due to retire, and she had offered to look after 
the child when Gwenny was working. Sophie agreed, and said 
that she didn’t want to lose Gwenny’s services. 
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Christmas passed, and Gwenny was now heavily 
pregnant, ‘it’ll be a boy’ said her mother in-law, ‘you’re carrying 
it all at the front, it’s bound to be a boy!’ Gwenny took this all in 
good part, and took little notice of the comment!’ 

Then came disaster! The lady who lived next to Basil & Gwenny, 
a widow named Mrs Rogers, went out to hang out some dusters 
that she had washed, and heard a cry for help coming from ‘Rose 
cottage’. She quickly went round and let herself in through the 
side gate, going in through the kitchen door she saw Gwenny on 
the floor in great distress, asking what was wrong, Gwenny told 
her that she thought her ‘Waters had broken’, but that there was a 
lot of blood coming away as well. Mrs Rogers, rolled her over 
onto the kitchen rug, and covered her up with a heavy tablecloth 
from the front Parlour, and told Gwenny that she was going for 
help. She went the 50 yards to the village shop, and asked to use 
the Telephone, as Mrs Brown has had a mishap. First she called 
the Hall, and informed them, and then called the Doctor, he was 
just leaving for the village to do his surgery and would be there in 
about 10 minutes, but he would get his assistant to call for an 
Ambulance from the Towcester Ambulance station, as things 
sounded serious. By the time she returned to the Cottage, Sophie 
was just pulling up in her car, accompanied by Basil’s mother, 
‘what has happened’ they both cried, ‘I am not sure, she said her 
waters had broken, but there was bleeding too!’ Two minutes 
later the Doctor arrived, Mrs Rogers told him the same thing, by 
this time Gwenny was barely conscious, The doctor examined her 
briefly and checked her pulse, ‘it does not look too good, she has 
lost a lot of blood, I have packed it as much as I can to stop the 
bleeding, but she needs urgent surgery’. Then the Ambulance 
arrived, they got her into it in all haste, and went off to the 
Hospital, and ‘we can only pray that she will come through it 
alright ‘the Doctor said,’ but it looks very bad to me. 

Sophie returned briefly to the Hall, and telephoned Basil’s 
office, all she told him was that Gwenny was not well, and was 
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on her way to Northampton Hospital, so as not too upset him by 
telling him the whole truth, then set off with Elsie Brown in the 
car to Northampton. 

When they arrived, they were met by very agitated Basil, ‘they 
won’t tell me what is wrong, they wouldn’t let me see her, and 
they took her straight up to the Operating theatre, what actually 
happened?’ ‘Mrs Rogers heard a cry for help, and went round to 
see what was wrong, she found Gwenny on the floor, it appeared 
that her waters had broken, which meant that that the baby was 
starting on it’s way, but there was some blood as well, that is all I 
can tell you’. Basil was visibly shaken, his mother comforted 
him, and ‘we can only wait and prey that everything will be well 
after all this panic’ she said to him. 

About 40 minutes later, a surgeon came down, ’Mr 
Brown?’ he asked, Basil nodded, I have bad news, and not so bad 
news for you’. *I am afraid that we had to perform a Caesarean 
operation to remove the baby, who was unfortunately was dead, 
and had been so for a few days, we have stopped the bleeding, 
but your wife is very poorly, having lost so much blood, we 
cannot say whether or not she will survive, it will very much 
touch and go’. ’Can I see her?’ Basil asked, ’she will be back in 
the critical ward in a few minutes, but she will be unconscious for 
several hours as we will have to keep her sedated for several days 
until we know one way or the other’. Basil now broke down, 
‘why, oh why did this happen, life was so good for us, and now 
this, I don’t know what I will do if the worst happens’. He went 
into the Critical ward to see Gwenny, the ward Sister said to 
come into her office for a few minutes. ‘You must understand 
that your wife is very seriously ill, the chances of her surviving 
are very slim, no doubt the Surgeon has told you that?’ Basil 
nodded, ‘he didn’t say that in as many words, but I guessed he 
was trying to let me off lightly’. “That is correct, but I would 
rather be straight with you than give you false hopes’. A nurse 
knocked at the door and entered nodded to the Sister, and left the 
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room again. ‘You may go and see her briefly, but when the nurse 
tells you that you must leave, please do so, it will be better for 
you’. 

Basil sat by the side of the bed looking at Gwenny’s very pale 
drawn face; his mind was in a whirl, What if she survived? would 
she be an invalid, or would she be OK after a while, questions, 
questions, the nurse came and touched his arm, he nodded and 
walked slowly out of the ward. Sophie and Elsie were still in the 
hospital waiting room. ’I will book into the Angel Hotel for 
tonight, just in case they want me urgently, things are looking 
very grim, the Ward Sister didn’t pull any punches, she told me 
straight that her chances of survival are very slim’. The two 
women wiped their eyes, they were both very upset, °OK, you do 
that, I will look after your mother’ Sophie said quietly, try and get 
some sleep, but please let me know if there is any change’. Basil 
nodded, kissed them both on the cheek, they all left the Hospital 
together, and Basil drove down the hill and turned into Bridge 
Street, and drove into the Angel’s car park. He had stayed there 
on occasions before, and had given the Ward sister the ‘phone 
number in case he was needed. He told the receptionist that he 
might have an urgent call from the Hospital, and that he was to be 
called immediately. He went into the Bar and ordered a drink, 
and then went into the Dining room for something to eat, he 
didn’t feel much like eating, but sense told him he must look after 
himself for Gwenny’s sake. After he had eaten an omelette and 
salad, he went to his room and went to bed, despite his brain still 
being in some turmoil he went to sleep quite quickly. 

He was awakened by the waiter bringing his morning tea, he was 
surprised that he had slept through the night, and immediately 
telephoned the Hospital, after a couple of minutes delay, he was 
told that there was no change in her condition, but he could visit 
when he wished, he thanked the operator, and put down the 
‘phone, He got up and washed, and dressed, he knew he could get 
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an early breakfast, so went into the dining room and ordered a 
full breakfast, it could be a long day. 

At the Hospital he knocked on the Ward Sisters door, it 
was a different Sister to the one he had seen yesterday, ‘can I help 
you?’ she enquired, ‘I am Mrs. Brown’s husband, and I just 
called to get a progress report and to perhaps sit with her for a 
while’. ’Of course that will be OK, there has been no change 
overnight, her condition remains very critical, and her survival is 
still in the balance’. ‘Thank you, I will go and sit with her’. He 
sat in the chair looking at her, holding her hand, wondering what 
the outcome would be. Shortly he nodded off, and a while later 
woke with a start, what was wrong? He was sure she wasn’t 
breathing, ‘Nurse, Nurse’ he called, a Nurse came running into 
the room, ‘what ever is the matter?’ she asked, ‘I think she has 
stopped breathing’, the Nurse bent over her, by now the Sister 
had arrived. ‘What is the matter Mr. Brown’, ‘I am sure she has 
stopped breathing’ he said moving out of the Sisters way. The 
Nurse and the sister looked at each other and then the sister 
turned and said ‘I’m sorry Mr Brown, your wife didn’t make it, 
she has passed away’. ‘I must have fallen asleep, and then 
something woke me suddenly’ ‘You had only been here about 10 
minutes, so you didn’t sleep for very long, there must have been a 
nerve spasm when she died that woke you’. 
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New Horizons 
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Life after Gwenny 


Gwenny’s funeral took place in the Hall’s Chapel, and she 
was interred in the Chapel’s burial ground. Basil had asked for 
some time off from the office, he was absolutely shattered, by her 
death. 

His mother was so upset that she asked Sophie if she 
could retire earlier than they had agreed, so that she could look 
after Basil, William had already retired, although he still kept a 
watching brief on the staff for Sophie. 

After Basil had been on ‘sick leave’ for a month, he went into 
Northampton one morning for a ‘change of scenery’, upon his 
return home ‘he seems to have been uplifted’ Elsie thought to 
herself as she prepared his tea. ‘Would you and father come down 
to the cottage after tea? I have something to discuss with you 
both’. 

They came about 7pm. both obviously mystified by his 
request. I expect you are wondering what I want to discuss with 
you, I want to talk about all our futures, yours and mine’. ‘Now 
you are both retired, you will need somewhere to live, I have 
decided that you will live here in the cottage, I will have the 
second bedroom for myself, and you will live here for the rest of 
your lives rent free’. They both looked at him in astonishment, 
Elsie asked him about the mortgage, he said that his books had 
been so successful that the house had been paid for before 
Gwenny had died, that was why they had decided to start a 
family. ‘That is my one regret, if we had not made that decision 
Gwenny would still be with us, I would rather not had children 
and still have had her by my side’. Elsie and William both 
nodded in agreement. ‘I shall be leaving my job at the office, and 
I have today signed on in the RAF and am to be an officer in an 
administrative position, exactly what has not been decided yet, 
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but with my Matric, and my office experience, they said I would 
fit in well. I have already sent in my resignation to the Company’. 
William and Elsie both looked at him in astonishment, ‘you’re 
going away?’ Elsie blubbered, ‘I have too many memories here, 
fresh fields is what I need at the moment, and a fresh challenge 
also. I shall still be here when I am on leave, and there will be 
weekends also’. 

Basil’s new life 


Two weeks later, Basil put his suitcase in the car and went 
off to start his new career as an RAF officer. After his initial 
training, Elsie and William, were taken by Sophie to see him on 
his ‘passing out parade’, They, and Sophie also were so proud to 
see him marching on the parade, and afterwards joining him for 
tea. 

He now had to start work; because of his qualifications 
and experience he was assigned to train in an accounting 
capacity, learning the Air Ministry way of doing things! At the 
end of the course, Pilot Officer Brown B.W. was posted to his 
first unit in South Wales. Here he dealt with all types of financial 
items, from pay to mundane accounts for ‘local purchases’, but he 
enjoyed the life, and the companionship. He still missed Gwenny 
terribly, but never having been much of a drinker he didn’t fall 
into the trap of drowning his sorrows, instead he threw himself 
into sports, playing Cricket and tennis in the summer, and Rugby 
union in the winter. In September 1939 when WWII started, he 
wondered if he would be posted to France, but instead he found 
himself promoted to Flight lieutenant and posted to one of the 
new airfields in Lincolnshire to be in charge of the pay section. 
Here he remained until late in 1941 when he was sent home on 
‘embarkation leave’, he was to be posted to the ‘Far East’. 

In November 1941 he embarked with many other 
serviceman on one of the many troopships then in use and set sail 
from Liverpool on what was to be for Basil (and although he 
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didn’t know it) a somewhat eventful and life changing journey. 
All was well until they were a few days from CapeTown there 
was a problem in the engine room, they limped into CapeTown 
several days late for their re-fuelling stop. They were told that 
they would be delayed there for several days for repairs. Basil 
spoke to the Senior Officer in charge of the troops, and told him 
that he had friends in CapeTown, and could he possibly go ashore 
to speak with them on the Telephone. The Officer could see no 
objection to this, and gave him a pass to leave the ship. Basil had 
Betty’s address, but no telephone number, after a lengthy search 
by a official, the number was produced and he managed to get 
through, a lady answered with a ‘sort of? British accent, ‘could I 
possibly speak to Lady Wright’ please, he was asked to wait, and 
then a familiar voice came on the line ‘Lady Wright speaking 
who is calling please?’ ‘Hello Betty, it’s Basil here!’ ‘Basil? 
Basil Brown? Where are you calling from?’ ‘CapeTown, we are 
here for repairs and re-fuelling'. 'How long are you here for?’ 
‘Not sure yet we only docked this morning’. Betty asked 
him if he could come to the estate for a few hours, ‘I will have to 
ask and then call you back’. ‘OK, if you can I will send a car for 
you’ Betty replied. 
Returning to the ship, Basil sought out the Officer again, ‘sorry to 
trouble you again sir, but have you any idea how long we will be 
in dock here?’ ‘I have just been told that it will be at least seven 
days, why do you ask? ‘My friends have asked if I can spend 
some time with them’. The Officer thought for a moment, “hang 
on then, I’ll write you a 7 day pass, can you let me have the 
telephone number they are on in case I need to get hold of you in 
a hurry?’ Basil wrote the number on the officer’s pad, and then 
added to it, ‘ask for Lady Wright’. ‘Gosh you move around in 
some posh circles boy’, Basil said, I’ll let you into a secret, until 
she got married she was plain Betty the senior housemaid, and 
during the wedding reception her husband had a call to tell him 
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that he was now a Baronet’. ‘No! Well I never’ said the officer 
‘strange how things work out’. 

Basil packed some clothes in a small hold-all and went off 
to call Betty again, when he got through, he told her that he had 
been given a seven day pass, would that be OK? Betty said that 
the car would be there in 15 minutes. Spot on 15 minutes later a 
Rolls convertible swept onto the Dockside with Betty at the 
wheel, ‘Hello Basil, you look well’. Basil replied “so do you 
Betty’, after he got in Basil greeted Betty with a brief kiss on the 
cheek. 


The “Oxbow “Estate 


They arrived at the estate and Betty led him in through the 
veranda’s French windows, another woman stood there, older 
than Betty, “Oh, this is Alice’ said Betty, an then introduced Basil 
to her. ‘She was Gerald’s and my housekeeper for many years but 
now she is retired’. After a coffee they went for a walk in the 
gardens, ‘I’ll give you a tour of the estate tomorrow, the day after 
that I shall be away at a business meeting overnight, but Alice 
will see that you have everything you need, and then the children 
will be home for the Christmas holidays the day I come back’. 
Betty looked at her watch and said that it was time for lunch, and 
they sat out on the veranda to eat. Betty told Basil that Gwenny’s 
death had come as a terrible shock to her, ‘such a strong girl’ she 
said. Basil explained that it was the length of time before Mrs 
Rogers had heard her, and the terrible loss of blood that had 
caused her death, the body could not make the loss up quick 
enough, and the actual cause of death was heart failure through a 
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shortage of blood. Basil asked about Gerald, ‘poor dear, said 
Betty, he suffered so much pain, the last week he didn’t really 
know much at all, they had drugged him so much to kill the pain, 
in the end it was a happy release for both him and myself’. 

She told Basil that the trauma of Gerald’s illness was very 
stressful, she was running the business at a very difficult time in 
Europe, and she was trying to increase her stocks of goods as 
much as possible, and spending hours at the hospital being with 
Gerald for as long as she could spare. ‘But at least I was there at 
the end, I was so drained that it didn’t really hit me for a couple 
of days that he had gone!’ Basil said, ‘I’m afraid I took Gwenny’s 
passing very badly, it affected me so much that I took a month 
sick leave and then signed on in the RAF, leaving Mother and 
Father to live their lives out at the cottage. I thought that I was 
going to get out of going overseas but then I got this posting to 
Singapore, to replace a chap who was killed in an air raid’. ‘By 
what I hear on the wireless, things are not going too well out 
there at the moment’ Betty commented. Basil said that they had 
not heard much at all on the journey to CapeTown. 

After they had finished eating, Betty asked Basil if he 
would like to go with her to the warehouses and packing sheds as 
she had to see her manager on a couple of matters, ‘He has only 
been with me a couple of months, our previous chap of course 
has retired he was nearly 70 years old’. 

Basil found it quite interesting watching her employees 
very skilfully blending and packing the tea in their own brand 
packaging. ‘We now sell a lot of tea in Central Africa because 
their usual sources have dried up because of the wartime shipping 
problems, we did try growing tea plants here, but the climate was 
not quite right for the type of tea plant we tried, I might have 
another attempt with a different variety at some time in the future, 
luckily we only planted 10 acres just as an experiment’. 

They ate their evening meal at about 6-30 pm, Alice 
joined them and they all joined in the conversation, Alice asked 
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Basil about his childhood at the Hall, he told her most things, 
such as the way the Bevingtons treated him almost as a son, not 
just as their Butlers son: and about the Car they bought him for 
his 21" Birthday. He also confirmed the fact that Betty had been 
the senior housemaid until she married Gerald. ‘Do you know, 
even after all the years that Betty has been here, I could not really 
believe that what you have just told me was true’. Betty roared 
with laughter, ‘I just can’t believe that you didn’t believe us’. 

Betty offered Basil a beer after dinner, she and Alice had 
a glass of wine, and they continued the conversation until about 
9-30 pm, when Alice said she was off to bed. Basil and Betty 
talked more about the business, and how was she coping with it 
on her own? She told him that by the time Gerald had became ill, 
she had been running the estate for several years with Gerald and 
was quite used to being in control of affairs, it was only now that 
she had a new manager that she was a little anxious, but she said 
he was fitting in well with the other employees like his 
predecessor did: he was treating them well. 

Just after ten O’clock, Betty said it had been a long day and she 
was going to turn in, Basil said that he was tired also and so 
they went off to their rooms. 

He had not been in bed very long when he heard the door 
of his room open, a whispered voice said ‘don’t speak, it’s me, 
Betty, move over and let me in’. Basil was a little surprised to say 
the least here he was visiting someone far from home, and she is 
telling him to move over so she can get in bed with him. ‘It’s 
been so lonely here without Gerald: no one to make love to, and 
now you are here I am sure you could do with some comfort too? 
Basil whispered ‘there has been no one since Gwenny, I hadn’t 
even thought about it’. Basil slowly caressed her hair and neck, 
stroked her back, and kissed her with passion, which she returned 
just as passionately. Eventually both explored with their hands, 
then Betty said please do it now Basil, I want you so much right 
now! 
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Their union was fast and furious, and they climaxed together, 
Betty said ‘that was great; I hope you don’t have to go back too 
soon, and she rested her head on his chest and fell asleep. Some 
time later she woke Basil gently, ‘I want some more of you, but 
slower this time let’s make it last this time’. Their lovemaking the 
second time was much less urgent, in fact rather leisurely, 
compared to the first time, when it was over Betty returned to her 
room. At breakfast Betty smiled knowingly but said nothing, 
when Alice sat down at the table she smiled at Basil and bade 
him good morning, ‘did you sleep well Basil?’ She enquired. 
“Yes thank you Alice, it makes a change to sleep in a bed instead 
of a swaying hammock, I am not cut out to be a sailor, that’s for 
sure’. ‘What are conditions like on board?’ Betty asked, ‘Apart 
from too many bodies for such a confined space, I suppose it 
could be worse, it is better when we can spend our free time on 
the upper decks in the fresh air’. 


After they had eaten, Betty told Basil that she had asked 
the cook to prepare a hamper for lunch, and to be ready to leave 
in 30 minutes. They set off in a cut down 1930’s Austin 12 hp 
tourer, which had been fitted with a small truck body to the rear, 
Basil was surprised at the good condition of the roads on the 
estate, and remarked to Betty about them. ‘Gerald always said 
that good roads meant good communications, when it rains here it 
really rains, and many roads become impassable, but we have 
never had that problem since I have been here’. ‘Where did all 
the materials come from?’ he asked, ‘the land here is very stony, 
and Gerald in the early days used to employ several hundred 
casual labourers stone picking to make cultivation easier: thus 
almost free road making material as labour was very cheap in 
those days. Now we are more mechanised we employ 20 or 30 
men for a few days when we are ploughing and they just follow a 
tractor and trailer after the plough and throw any stone into it for 
road repairs, it saves buying materials and employing contractors, 


129 


we have two men whose main task is to keep the roads in good 
order’. 


They stopped several times to observe the wonderful 
views that appeared now and again as they topped a rise or went 
down into a valley. Up to this point Betty had not mentioned the 
events of the previous night, but when they stopped for coffee 
mid morning, she said very gently to him: did you enjoy last 
night? Or did you feel that you were forced into something you 
would rather not have done?’ ‘Not at all, said Basil: I must admit 
that the thought had never even crossed my mind; after all we had 
never been lovers in the past. But yes, I did enjoy it very much, 
did you?’ ‘I don’t think you need ask that question, I did make all 
the running’, They continued on around the estate, and passed the 
road menders at their task, about 1pm Betty turned off the road 
they were on, and took a smaller track, and eventually stopped in 
front of a small shuttered brick built building. Betty gave basil a 
bunch of keys, ‘ the larger one unlocks that door, and the smaller 
ones the locks on the shutters’. Basil unlocked the door, and then 
the shutters and opened and hooked them back. He followed 
Betty inside, and was amazed to see that it was a lovely but rather 
small house, and from the seating area it looked down onto a 
small stream. ‘You would love it here, there are a lot of animals 
that come down to drink here, no big cats or anything like that, 
but a lot of Antelope and other smaller animals and lots of 
different Birds’. As Basil looked, there were at least a dozen or 
more species that were by the pool, one particular bird which 
called “Ting Ting” fascinated him and he asked Betty if she knew 
what it’s name was, she was not sure but would look it up when 
they returned to the house. ‘What is this place?’ Basil asked; 
Gerald built it for me in about 1929 as a quiet place for me, or for 
both of'us to come and relax, it is only really about 20 minutes 
drive from the main house in a direct route, remember we have 
been going round roughly in a circle since we left this morning’. 


130 


Betty lit a two burner paraffin cooking stove, and after a few 
minutes put a crock pot in a “Dutch oven” that was over one of 
the burners, and made a pot of tea from a kettle on the other, ‘ our 
lunch will be about 30 minutes, let us go out onto the patio’. They 
sipped their tea slowly, and then Betty asked ‘would you like to 
see the rest of the house?’ Basil nodded, and they went back 
inside, “this is the dining room, there is only room for six people, 
but we didn’t entertain often here, the kitchen and the living room 
you have seen, this is the main bedroom’, and she opened the 
door to a lovely sunlit room with the same view over the water, 
she turned and opened another door, ‘and this is the guest 
bedroom’, it was plainly furnished with a double bed, a chest of 
drawers and a small writing desk and two chairs. Basil had noted 
however that the place was spotless, and both beds were fully 
made up, someone had obviously been and cleaned and made the 
beds in the last 24 hours. ‘you can stretch out for a while whilst 
the lunch is heating up if you like, I will call you when it is 
ready!’ Basil sat on the bed, kicked his shoes off and lay back on 
the pillows and closed his eyes. Whether he dozed off or not he 
wasn’t sure, but the next thing he knew was someone laying 
naked beside him and undoing the buttons of his shorts, he didn’t 
protest, he just laid there allowing it to happen, ‘I have turned the 
lunch down on the cooker, it can wait for a while, Betty caressed 
Basil’s body until he was fully aroused, ‘love me’ she said, ‘love 
me now!’ Basil rolled over and entered into her and they rocked 
and thrust gently making the most of the moment, eventually they 
both were spent. After a while Betty went out into the kitchen, 
dressed and called him for lunch. As they ate she said quietly, ‘I 
don’t like to hurt your feelings, but I now know why Gwenny 
loved you so, your lovemaking is out of this world, I just wish 
you could stay for always’ This last comment rather shook Basil, 
He didn’t mind her talking about Gwenny, it didn’t hurt anymore 
it was just a dull ache. ‘I don’t know how to reply to that last 
comment, are you saying that you would want me here for good, 
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not just as a visitor?’ Yes I am, I always thought of you as a nice 
well behaved boy, I know I am a little older than you, but you are 
so caring and considerate, now I know why the Bevington’s 
thought so much of you, and treated you the way they did. 

‘I don’t know what to say, at the moment it is of course 
impossible, I have my country to serve, how long this will go on 
for I do not know, it could be years before I could return here’. ‘I 
don’t care, all I know is, I want you by my side always’. Then 
Basil said quietly, ‘are you saying that you are in love with me?’ 
‘I suppose I am, my feelings are giving me mixed signals at the 
moment, My heart says yes, my head says “is this what you really 
want, and my body says yes, at the moment my heart and body is 
winning the battle’. 

Basil didn’t know what to say next, ‘I feel totally confused, 
he said, OK: we have made love several times in the last fifteen 
hours or so, I must confess it was wonderful, I wouldn’t have 
missed it for anything, but where do I go from here?’ ‘Singapore, 
said Betty, and then what? providing we come through it, would 
you like to come here for good?’ Basil pondered for a couple of 
minutes, “Yes, but it has nothing to do with your money, that 
belongs to you and your children. I wouldn’t come just as your 
lover, I would want it to be all legal and above board, what we 
are doing at the moment is just trying the goods first before 
buying?’ ‘Most definitely, and what I’ve tried I like but would 
like to try another sample’. Basil smiled at her, ‘then that’s 
agreed, after the conflict is over, if I survive I return here to 
marry and help you run this place’. ‘Well then, she said, we had 
better try another sample!’ 

Afterwards, they washed up, tidied up and closed up the 
house again. ‘We will finish off the tour now, and then in the 
morning I will fly out for the meeting, then the next day I will be 
back and the children will be home, I have sent a message to say 
that we had a visitor from England so they know you are here, 
you'll like them they are great kids, but they must have good 
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schooling to give them a good future, whether they run the 
company or go off in another direction, education is the key to it 
all’. 

They returned to the estate house, Alice greeted them at the 
door, ‘you are just in time for dinner, we thought you had got lost 
or had broken down somewhere in the bush’. ‘We spent a lazy 
afternoon at the river house, Basil is into wildlife and was 
intrigued by the local birds’. The both had a quick shower, and 
then came down into the dining room to eat. 

After the meal all three sat out on the veranda, with their 
coffee, the conversation was somewhat enquiring, Basil being the 
one receiving the most questions, although he asked Alice about 
her background and her life, most of which she had spent on the 
estate working for Gerald, Why did she never marry? She 
explained that the reason she first came to the estate was to nurse 
Gerald’s first wife, and then she stayed on as housekeeper. 

Betty said ‘I had better get some sleep, I have got an early 
start in the morning, the aeroplane will be here at 8-30 to pick me 
up’. Basil asked where the Aircraft came from, ‘Oh it’s ours, said 
Betty: the pilot has other jobs here besides flying, it is only a little 
Hawker Tomtit, nothing exceptionally grand, but it saves a lot of 
time travelling to business meetings hereabouts. 

Alice & Basil carried on chatting for a little longer and then they 
both went off to bed. Basil had not been in bed long when Betty 
slipped into his room; ‘we’ll have to make it a quickie tonight as I 
must have a clear head in the morning’. She left after about an 
hour and said that she would see him in the morning. 

Basil spent most of the day reading; Gerald had left a 
wonderful library and there books on all kinds of subjects, and 
surprise-surprise! He spotted both volumes of ‘Basils Pond’ on a 
shelf, both had been well read, but it was nice to see his books 
again, and on someone else’s bookshelf, although he had copies 
of both in his kit on board ship. 
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In the evening he and Alice ate out on the veranda, there were a 
number of birds and small mammals in the garden, and once 
again he was intrigued by the different species, most of which 
Alice rattled off their names when he asked what they were 
called. At about 10 o’clock he decided to turn in, and bade Alice 
good night. 

He was a light sleeper and when he sensed someone was in 
his room he awoke sharply, ‘Sshh’ whispered a female voice, “it’s 
only me, Alice, I heard you and Betty banging away the last two 
nights, and now I want to make love to you also’. Basil was 
stunned, here was a 65 year old spinster, (admittedly not looking 
a day over 50 with a slim curvaceous figure any 20 year old we 
would die for) wanting sexual favours ‘You had better get in the 
bed then, muttered Basil, not knowing quite what to expect. He 
heard her drop her robe to the floor, and she slid gracefully into 
the bed beside him. ‘I will tell you now, in my 20’s I was a hot 
little number, but it’s been nearly 40 years since I had a man 
between my legs, I had no inclination until you arrived, and then I 
got the hots for you, and was rather jealous when I heard Betty 
come to your room the first night you were here, had you two 
done it before in England?’ ‘No never, I was only fourteen when 
she married Gerald, she was always known as ‘The Spinster and 
Virgin of this Parish!’ and she told my late wife that Gerald was 
her first man ever!’ ‘Well, just lay back and I hope you enjoy 
tonight’. They made love several times that night, and when she 
left she asked him, ‘did you enjoy that tonight?’ he nodded, 
‘Don’t worry, I won’t bother you again, that was a good nights 
work and I thoroughly enjoyed it, you are rather well made and 
would please any woman, I know you did me, and I shan’t 
mention it to Betty’. 


Betty arrived back at around 4 o’clock in the afternoon, 


She said that she had had a good meeting, and had done a couple 
of good deals with a gentleman who had decided to retire, and 
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was closing his business down, ‘if you had been available now, I 
would have made an offer for the whole outfit, but as things stand 
it is better to make some money out of the stock I bought’. Then 
as they sat having a cup of tea, Alice arrived back in the Rolls 
with the Children, having picked them and their luggage up from 
school. They were strong sturdy kids and Betty said ‘this is Uncle 
Basil from England’ when they enquired if Basil was her brother, 
she replied that in polite society an adult acquaintance was 
usually called ‘Uncle or Aunt’. Basil said he preferred to be 
called ‘Uncle BB’ which were his initials and his pen name. ‘Did 
you write those “Basil’s Pond books then?’ they queried, ‘as a 
matter of fact I did, did you enjoy them?’ They confirmed that 
they had read them from cover to cover from an early age and 
said that they wished that they had a pond like that. Basil told 
them that their mother had shown him the river house, and that 
there was plenty of wild life there. 

After they had eaten their evening meal they sat out on the 
lawn in front of the house. Basil asked the children what their 
main interests were, and what their ambitions were. Christopher 
said he wanted to be an Airline Pilot, Anne said she didn’t know 
really, perhaps help out with the business after a good education. 
Betty sent them off to bed, ‘plenty of time to talk in the morning’ 
she told them. Betty and Basil spent a couple of hours in his bed, 
and then she said ‘I will have to go! Anne sometimes wakes up 
about 3 am. and comes into my bed’. 

The days were passing by rapidly, Christopher took Basil in 
the old Austin to the River house, and they took a picnic lunch, 
and spent several hours watching the wildlife. Although they saw 
nothing exceptional, there were several species that Basil had not 
seen at his previous visit. He told Christopher about the 
importance of silence while watching, and to use a Camera with a 
very quiet shutter. They returned at teatime, and Christopher was 
full of the instructions that Basil had given him, Anne asked if 
she could go next time, ‘If I do not have to return to the ship on 
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Saturday we will go again’. The next morning there was a phone 
call for Basil. ‘Please return to duty on Monday midday latest’, 
the officer said, ‘did you know that Penang Island had fallen on 
the 16th?’ he continued. ‘We had a signal today to redirect us to 
Port Said via the Suez Canal, so we are all going to be stationed 
in Egypt for the time being’. Basil confirmed he would be back 
on board mid morning on Monday. 


Betty said later that she was glad he had another couple of 
days with her, ‘I shall miss you when you have gone’, ‘I shall 
miss you too’ he replied. 

Betty said to Alice take the children to the River house this 
morning, and Basil and I will be there for tea, we will spend the 
weekend there like we used to in the old days’. ‘I will get the 
food organised then’, said Alice. Betty and Basil went down to 
the packing station again, ‘I will give them a morning off 
tomorrow, they usually work Saturday mornings, but they have 
really been hard at it recently so they deserve a rest’. After they 
spoke with the new manager, they drove slowly back to the 
house, as the house came into view, Betty stopped suddenly and 
reversed a few yards, ‘Alice hasn’t left yet! We will have to wait 
a little until they have gone’. ‘We are behaving like school kids 
out scrumping for apples, waiting until the farmer has gone for 
his dinner’ said Basil. ‘Well, what I have in mind is not a lot 
different’ answered Betty, with a mischievous grin. At last Alice 
& the two children set off in the truck in the direction of the River 
house. We will give them ten minutes in case they have forgotten 
something’ Betty remarked. 
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After a light lunch they spent most of the afternoon in bed 
together. They eventually arrived at the river house around 4-30 
pm, just as Alice was setting the table for tea. They all spent a 
very happy weekend together, Basil making a lot of notes about 
the wildlife, and instructing Anne and Christopher about 
watching and photographing birds and animals, But like all good 
things, it was time to return to the main house, Betty told the 
children and Alice that all things being equal, Basil would return 
to live at the estate when the war was over, and they seemed quite 
pleased about that. 

On Monday morning Betty took Basil back to the docks, 
after they exchanged a long passionate kiss, Basil reluctantly 
turned and walked up the gangplank onto the ship. 
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They left Capetown and entered the Indian Ocean heading 
north, and eventually went through the straits of Hurmoun into 
the Red sea. They reached Suez, and anchored just short of the 
canal. Immediately, out came the ““Bum boats” their crews 
offering all sorts of food, fruit & watches etc, in fact anything that 
was saleable, but having been warned of this, the troops on board 
were very wary, and not a lot of trading was done. 

Just after dawn the next day they weighed anchor and entered 
the Suez Canal, passing through the Canal darkness was a hazard, 
as German mine laying aircraft were often over the canal sowing 
their deadly seed. 

To counteract this some Vickers Wellesley aircraft had been 
fitted with a large ring made of ferrous metal, which was wrapped 
in a wire sheath, and thus magnetised by using a small petrol 
generator to make it into an electro magnet, these devices were 
quite successful at dealing with the “magnetic mines”, “contact” 
mines were usually dealt with by rifle fire from the canal bank, 
and small minesweepers dealt with those in the sea lanes across 
the “Bitter Lakes” which were the natural water nearer the 
midway section of the canal. 

Eventually they docked in Port Said, and Basil found his self 
being transported towards Cairo. 


Basil arrived in Cairo mid afternoon, ‘we have a small 
apartment available for you if you would like to use it, or you can 
bunk in the officers mess on camp if you want to.’ Basil opted for 
the apartment which was on the edge of the city, only a few 
minutes walk from the camp, it was small, consisting of a single 
bedroom, a tiny kitchen and a reasonable sized living room with a 
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small balcony. Basil decided that it would do for a start, if it 
didn’t suit he could always move into the mess, there would be 
no doubt no trouble exchanging with someone in the mess. 

After a few days he had settled into his new position, had 
found a couple of other young officers with sporting interests, 
and had joined the “El-Giza Sporting Club”, where there were 
various sports available to play, Basil started playing tennis 
again, he had not played a lot since he joined the RAF, but one of 
his close colleagues was a keen player and he soon got back into 
the swing of things. 

He had been in Cairo about three weeks when he was 
requested to meet with the Group Captain in charge of 
Administration (Admin). Basil arrived at his office, and informed 
the Leading Aircraftman (LAC) at the desk who he was and the 
purpose of his visit, the Clerk picked up a telephone pressed a 
button and informed the Group Captain that F/It Brown was there 
to see him, ‘you may go in immediately sir’ he said, indicating 
the door opposite. 

Basil knocked on the door, and a voice bade him enter, 
‘Ah, good morning Brown please take a seat’. ‘I‘m sorry I have 
not been able to see you sooner, but I had to go off on some wild 
goose chase down to Suez’ and when I got there it was not me 
they wanted at all, damn war! Seems to have got some of the 
higher-ups in a bit of a spin, bit too old for the job you know, 
should have been retired years ago!’ 

‘I trust you have settled in OK?’ ‘Yes thank you sir’ replied 
Basil. ‘Good, good! Saw you playing tennis at the Club last night, 
quite an accomplished player if I may say so’, ‘I’m a little rusty at 
the moment, haven’t played a lot since I joined the RAF, but 
fortunately I keep myself fit, so things should improve in a while! 
Young Robinson is a good player to practice with, a county 
player you know’. ‘Actually, it wasn’t tennis I wanted to see you 
about, I see you were educated at Towcester Grammar School, 
and that you were in the first fifteen before you were 15 years 
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old, and also you played for Northampton “Saints” reserves for a 
while’. ‘The Admin Rugby team are a shambles at the moment, 
good players, but no co-ordination, would you like to take on the 
job as coach? You could play as well if you wished’? ‘I would 
certainly like to coach the team, but I haven’t played 
competitively for several years, so I won’t play if you don’t 
mind’. ‘That’s OK, training is on Wednesdays as ever, even in 
wartime we seem to keep up the ““Wednesday afternoon is for 
sport” thing except for those poor beggars doing the fighting’. 
‘Meet me at the sports ground at 2pm on Wednesday, I'll 
introduce you to the team, and one or two others who are keen to 
play the game’, ‘OK sir I will see you then’. Basil stood up, put 
on his cap, saluted and turned and left the office. 

That evening, he and Jim Robinson were sitting with a 
cool drink after playing a tennis for an hour or so, ‘I saw you 
coming out of the old mans office this morning, what did he 
want?’ asked Jim, ‘Oh nothing really important, we hadn’t met 
before as he had been down at Suez on a wild goose chase as he 
put it, we had a general chat, and then he asked me if I would run 
the Admin Rugby team for him, he said they are a bit of a 
shambles!’ ‘Well, lets put it this way, they’ve been thrashed 
every match so far this season, you have an uphill task my boy!’ 
Jim grinned ‘you have a couple of 
Squadron leaders and a Wing commander amongst them, I’m 
afraid they’re “only there for the beer” type chaps, and you can’t 
pull rank on them!’ ‘Oh I see, well if I enlist the Groupie as my 
co-selector I think that could sort the sheep from the goats’. 
‘That’s a Whiz Bang Idea’ remarked Jim, ‘I’d never have thought 
of that’. 

The following Wednesday Basil arrived at the sports 
ground, The “Groupie” was already waiting for him, but as yet 
there was no sign of the team, ‘It is a little early yet’ he remarked. 
Basil said ‘ I understand that there are officers in the team senior 
to me, to get round this problem would you be my co-selector 
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please? ‘what a great Idea, that covers you if you consider that 
they are not suitable or fit enough to give the team 100%’. At that 
moment a 3-ton truck appeared with several men aboard, in 
shorts and shirts, and swiftly followed by a Ford 15 
hundredweight truck with more bodies. When they had all 
disembarked the Groupie called them together, and they all sat 
down around on the sand. ‘Good afternoon chaps, I hope you 
haven’t had too much lunch, This chap here, is Flt. Lt Brown 
whom I have asked to act as coach to this team to see if we can 
improve our performance’. ‘He prefers to be known as “BB”, not 
“Brown” or “Sir”, OK? over to you then BB, Oh by the way, I 
shall be acting as his co-selector to prevent any “rank pulling” 
OK 

Basil stood up, ‘good afternoon all, as the boss said, I 
prefer to be called “BB” it tends to equal things out between us, 
so that we are a team and not a group of individuals, one thing as 
you well know, is that you cannot have a team of individuals’. 
Basil noticed several baleful looks between what were obviously 
the officers amongst them, but ignored them, one of the younger 
chaps raised his hand, ‘yes’ said Basil, ‘excuse me asking but are 
you the “BB” who wrote “Basils Pond?’ ‘That is correct, have 
you read them?’ I most certainly have, very interesting and 
enjoyable reading, thank you’. ‘Now we ve got a bloody writer 
telling us how to play rugby, God help us!’) Basil ignored this 
rather loud whisper! ‘We’ll have a chat later’ Basil replied, ‘now 
back to the rugby, I haven’t played competitive Rugby for a few 
years, I did play for the Saints reserves for several years after I 
finished school but that is nearly 10 years ago, however, I will 
give my best efforts to get you all up to scratch, the main thing is 
fitness above everything else, if your body is not fit, then your 
mind is not fit for the sport’. So let us start by having a gentle run 
around the perimeter of the pitch, let us see who is fit and who is 
not, (Basil heard a little chuckle from behind him, the Groupie 
was enjoying this!) 
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Basil led off around the pitch at a gentle jog, after 4 laps 
he called a halt for drinks, and more talk, he had noticed that the 
four most apparent senior officers had disappeared. Basil made 
no comment, but suggested they all sit in the shade of the 
pavilion, and he continued to talk about the game, training and 
fitness. ‘I know in this heat it is difficult to keep up continuous 
fitness training, but we must all make our best effort’. He asked 
for comments from the team members, and asked about how 
experienced they all were, the chaps who had not really played 
seriously before, (usually just a “knock about” with their 
mates), all seemed rather keen to learn the game properly, Basil 
told them he would give them copies of the rules of the game, and 
that they would soon be feeling what the real game was about as 
they got down to serious training. After about 30 minutes, Basil 
said that it was time for another jog round the pitch, but also 
asked if any of them had ever taken part in athletics, especially 
sprinting, two said they had at school, and both had recorded 
good times for the 100 yards and 200 yards events. They covered 
another 4 laps and then Basil called a halt to thee proceedings. 
‘That will do for today, however, I feel that to be really 
competitive we shall have to put in another training session at 
least one evening each week to get us up to full fitness, and to get 
our actual game together’. After a brief chat around as to who 
could do what evening duties allowing, he had to settle for some 
on Mondays and the rest on a Thursday. 

As they walked back after a shower, Groupie said ‘I think 
you have got the best of them, I noticed the “here for the beer” lot 
soon slunk off when the running round the pitch started’. Basil 
replied ‘especially when you joined in, rather showed them up 
didn’t it’ ‘I used to be quite a useful 800 yard man in my day, 
and I do still go out frequently for a run, but usually after dark, 
doesn’t do for an old ‘un like me to be seen running around’ he 
replied laughing. 
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Later that evening down at the El-Giza Club, he and Jim 
were having a long cool drink when a young woman came up and 
asked if she could join them, they agreed and she sat down 
opposite Basil, ‘I have often seen you two playing Tennis, you 
seen very accomplished, I shall have to ask for some lessons!’ At 
that point one of Jim’s work colleagues came up and offered him 
a game of Billiards, Jim nodded and asked to be excused. ‘I know 
you are Basil, my name is Wendy, I’m a Flying officer working 
in communications, what do you do?’ ‘I’m a Flight Louie, I dish 
out the dosh’ said Basil rather unusually flippant, station accounts 
to give it its proper name, I also train the Admin Rugby team, or 
at least I started that job this afternoon and I prefer to be known 
as “BB” ’. ‘Quite a educated sporty type then’ Wendy said, ‘I 
suppose you could say that, but I don’t boast about it, I’m quite 
modest really!’ 

Wendy continued, *‘ I am married, my husband is a 
Sergeant Motor fitter stationed in Malta at present, are you 
married?’ ‘I was, but I am a widower now, my wife who was 
pregnant died of a haemorrhage a few years ago. But last 
Christmas I was in Capetown, the troopship I was on had to effect 
repairs there, and I met up with a lady I used to know back home 
in the twenties, and a widow, and I spent Christmas with her and 
her family, I had a letter only this morning to tell me that we are 
to be parents in September or October. I had already said if I 
survived this war I would join her and marry her as soon as I 
could return’. ‘How wonderful’ said Wendy ‘are you the same 
age? ‘no’ replied Basil ‘ she is somewhat older than me, but what 
does age matter?. Wendy looked at her watch, ‘I shall have to go 
soon, I’m on at 6am tomorrow, can I offer you a lift? I have 
wheels this evening ‘. ‘Yes please, I came with Jim this evening, 
I will let him know that I am going. 

Wendy started up the little Austin 8 tourer which was 
painted in RAF Blue, and set off back towards the city, Basil 
gave her directions to his apartment, when they arrived he asked ° 
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no strings, but would you join me in a nightcap? Cocoa of 
course!’ ‘OK, but I can’t stop long. 

Basil led her into the apartment, ‘sit out on the Balcony, 
while I make the drinks’ ‘What a lovely view you have here, 
better than my room at the camp!’ Basil then said ‘I know we 
have only just met, but I will get you a key cut if you like, and 
you can come here whenever you like, no strings attached!’ 

‘Are you sure? We don’t want people thinking the wrong 
things about us’. ‘That is their problem, we will know that there 
is nothing amiss, and that this is just a plutonic friendship, after 
all we are both committed to two other people’. ‘OK, where is 
this cocoa then?’ ‘ Just coming at this minute’ and he set two 
steaming cups down on the table, ‘biscuit?’ ‘Yes please’, where 
did you scrounge them from?’ ‘I have friends in high places’ 
laughed Basil. 

Over the next few weeks they became firm friends, there 
was no intimacy between them, not even a peck on the cheek! 
When Basil was not training the Rugby team and Wendy was not 
on duty, they would either be at the El-Giza Club, where Basil 
had been coaching her in Tennis, with some great improvement 
in her game, or they would spend the evening at the apartment 
talking or listening to the Radio broadcasts from England. The 
news was of course of special importance. 

Now the Rugby season was approaching and the team 
played one or two friendly games, with about equal outcome in 
the results, Groupie was well pleased, and they managed to be 
ready for the season without any injuries, although they had 
despite Groupies’ protestations lost two players, they had been 
posted elsewhere. 

‘Lam pretty good at pulling strings, but there are those of 
higher rank than me who have the ability to pull harder’ he 
moaned. ‘Never mind, we do have some good reserves, so we 
will have to proceed with them instead’. Basil said that he was 
quite happy about the situation, and if the worst came to the 
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worst, he would play himself, he had been playing in the “seven a 
side” games amongst their own team and had really enjoyed 
playing. Wendy had been watching the training sessions, and had 
often taken part in the “jogging round the pitch” sessions, she had 
taken part in athletics at school, and had carried on after she had 
married, running in 400 & 800 yard events. She was mainly one 
of the “also rans’” but had on occasions secured the odd place or 
two. Her husband Bill had been quite a good field athlete, 
throwing the discus to good effect, and also the javelin. 


Sad news for Basil 


Just after the opening matches, of which they won three 
and lost one, Basil received a letter from Morton Hall, to inform 
him that both his father and mother had both passed away within 
days of each other in the previous June, the letter had obviously 
been held up somewhere in the system, as it was now August. 
Basil was traumatised by the news, if it had been just his Father 
he could have coped with that, as he was older than his mother, 
but for both to go within a few days of each other was 
unbelievable. 


News from Betty 


In mid September Wendy phoned him at his office to say 
that there was a signal sent via the South African Air Force for 
him personally on behalf of Betty, ‘Do you want me to read it to 
you, or will you come over for it?’ ‘Read it please’. “It says as 
follows “Dear Basil, just to let you know that we have a son, born 
on 12 September, weighing 7 pounds, he is well as am I also. 
Shall we call him John William, after Mr John and your father, I 
thought you might like that”. Wendy then said ‘Congratulations 
Basil, do you want me to reply?’ “Yes please Wendy’. He then 
dictated a short reply, and promised a letter as soon as possible. 
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“You need a break” 


The news did not help Basil’s depression, he was upset 
over his parents passing, and now he wanted to be with Betty and 
the baby boy. Wendy tried her best to console him without 
getting too close to him, in the end she tried to persuade him to 
report sick, which he did after much cajoling from her and 
Groupie. The MO was a Wing Commander, Basil explained 
what had happened over the last few years, Gwenny’s death and 
now both of his parents passing away, it had hit him hard, and 
now the new baby, it was all too much. ‘I think you should have 
some sick leave, at least a month, somewhere quiet, but with 
some interest too. I will arrange something in the next couple of 
days’. Basil thanked him, and then went back to his apartment 
and tried to get some sleep. Later in the afternoon, Wendy called 
to see him, she asked how he was, and what the MO had said. 
Basil told her what was suggested ‘I wonder where they will send 
you? Perhaps down to the Sudan?’ Basil said that he had no idea 
where he would end up, ‘as long as there is something to keep my 
mind off of things for a bit’. Wendy rather unusually gave him a 
quick peck on the cheek, and said ‘I must go, I am on duty 
tonight, see you tomorrow’. 
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“Out into the Bondu” 


Shortly after Wendy had left, there was a knock at the 
door, Basil opened it, and an airman stood there, ‘Flight 
Lieutenant Brown?’ ‘Yes I am he’. ‘I have a message for you Sir’ 
and handed Basil a buff envelope, saluted and left. Basil rather 
mystified opened the envelope, and drew out a single sheet of 
paper on which was a handwritten note. “Please report to air 
movements with your kit at 4-30 am tomorrow morning, transport 
will pick you up at 4 am sharp from your apartment”. It was 
signed Group Captain (Admin). 

Basil had set his alarm clock for 3 am, he got up 
showered, and had a light breakfast and a cup of coffee, and he 
cleared away and went and sat on the balcony overlooking the 
street. At 3-58 a Humber staff car came round the corner and 
along the street, stopping outside the apartment. Basil went down 
to the door where a Corporal driver was just about to knock on 
the door, ‘I’ll take you Kit sir’ said the driver, Basil thanked him 
and locked the apartment door, and got into the front seat of the 
car. They arrived at the Air Movements hangar precisely at 4-30, 
he reported to the movement’s officer, ‘OK Brown, have you had 
breakfast?’ ‘Just a coffee and toast’ Basil replied, “there is 
breakfast laid on, and it will be a long day, might I suggest that 
you have some? You will be supplied with a “K” ration pack for 
lunch’. Basil said he would go and get something to eat. 

Just before 5 am, and orderly came to him and said 
‘Boarding in 5 minutes sir’, Basil nodded and finished off his 
coffee, and made his way back to the movements desk, There 
were several groups of service personnel standing around, and as 
he gave his name he felt a hand on his shoulder, it was Groupie, 
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‘Hurry up and get well lad, we are going to miss you!’ ‘Where 
am I going?’ asked Basil: ‘I am not sure, the MO arranged it, 
could be Timbuctoo for all I know, laughed Groupie: but I am 
sure you will enjoy the break’. Then Basil was herded out with 
the others onto the Tarmac, and they boarded a very new DC3 
Dakota with RAF markings. They took off just as it was getting 
light. After a short while a Slip of paper was passed round with 
details of what would happen in the next few hours, the main 
thing was: “We shall be landing at “Wadi Halfa” to refuel, you 
will not need to disembark from the aircraft, and a cool drink will 
be served to all requiring refreshment”. Refuelling took roughly 
45 minutes, as the petrol was pumped by hand from 45-gallon 
drums, and then they were off again, The DC3 was a rather noisy 
aircraft, it’s Pratt & Whitney engines making quite a din, 
although after a while ones ears tended to “shut down” as the 
flight progressed. Another cup of ‘Lemonade’ was served to 
drink with the “K” rations, and then they were descending again 
landing very smoothly on the runway. Basil looked out and did 
not see much in the way of buildings just vast areas of sand some 
tents and a couple of small twin engine aircraft, either Avro 
Ansons or Airspeed Oxfords and some vehicles including a fire 
tender. Four people disembarked including Basil, two in front of 
him and one following, when he turned round to see who was 
behind him he was stunned, ‘Wendy, what are you doing here?’ 
‘I am here to look after you Sir’ she replied. The other two were a 
corporal wearing radio flashes on his uniform, and the other was 
an LAC, quite young but seemingly self-assured. 


“Did you write this?” 


The two airmen went off with a LAC from the base, 
meanwhile a young man of Flying officer rank had button-holed 
Wendy & Basil, Wendy handed him an envelope, he opened it 
and perused the contents, then began to laugh, ‘did you write this’ 
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he said looking at Wendy rather strangely, ‘No, it was written by 
our station MO, look there at the bottom’. The pilot officer read 
out...’He says please accommodate the bearer of this letter F/O 
Prentice WP, and F/Lt Brown B, preferably in adjoining rooms in 
the officers quarters as F/O Prentice is to look after F/Lt Brown 
who at present is unwell and on sick leave’. ‘All I can offer you is 
a tent, but we can rig up a division down the centre to keep things 
decent for you!’ Basil & Wendy looked at each other and burst 
out laughing, the young F/O joined in as well. ‘We are all living 
in tents here, the only buildings are for technical purposes, and a 
small recreation area for officers, of which there are at present 
only two besides yourselves, myself, I am the Station adjutant, 
and the C.O is F/Lt Ormorod. ‘Well, said Wendy, that will have 
to do then, as our salvation has just taken off!’ The DC3 was just 
leaving the end of the runway as she spoke. ‘What Station is this 
anyway ‘said Basil. ‘We don’t have a name, just a number!’ said 
the F.O, ‘by the way my name is Freddie Small, even if I am 6 
feet tall!’ They followed Freddie across to the small wooden 
building nearest the runway, ‘this is the Station Commanders 
office, and mine! Come on in’. 

There was a stocky young man sitting at the desk, he 
stood up as they entered, Freddie announced ‘F/Lt Brown and 
F/O Prentice, Basil & Wendy’. The Officer greeted them 
‘welcome to our secret hidey-hole, I’m Bill Ormorod Station CO 
for what it’s worth’, they all shook hands. Bill looked at Wendy, 
‘can you cook, he asked, ‘Yes, but only simple things, why’. 
‘Well said Bill, one thing we do mot have here is a cook!’ Can 
you believe it, there is no position on this station for even one 
cook, three miles in that direction is a wireless station and they 
have a bloody cook all to themselves, I have tried to borrow him, 
but no, it is not allowed’. Just then a Sergeant tapped on the door, 
‘excuse me Sir’: ‘Yes Sarge’, ‘good news sir, that LAC who 
came in on that DC3 is a cook, he came as General Duties but he 
is really a cook’. OK send him to me as soon as possible’. 
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Meanwhile Freddie had gone off to organise Basil & 
Wendy’s tent, and came back in a short while with a smile on his 
face, ‘all sorted out, your new abode awaits you, your kit is 
already there’. The trio went off to the tented area, leaving Bill at 
his desk. The tents were ridge tents but only the roof was visible, 
the rest being below ground level, ‘here we are’ said Freddie 
pointing to a well faded area of canvas: ‘Number 7’. Basil & 
Wendy peered inside, there was a large piece of canvas hanging 
down the centre and a single camp bed either side with some 
“made on site” shelving (fruit boxes) between the two beds 
against the back wall. ‘At least it will keep the sun off of us, and I 
don’t suppose it rains here too often; said Wendy. ‘No rain in the 
last eight months’ said Freddie, “but we are told it does rain, and 
very heavily sometimes’. ‘Be ready to go for a meal at 6 pm, we 
will pick you up here’. ‘Where’s that at then’ said Basil, ‘At the 
Grand Hotel in the town, about 8 miles away, we all eat there 
every evening, the Government picks up the bill’. 


Basil & Wendy went down into the tent, and started 
sorting their kit, onto the shelves, Wendy said ‘this reminds me of 
when I was a child before the war, at our seaside chalet at 
Jaywick Sands in Essex’. Basil replied ‘We never had real 
holidays when I was a child, my family were “in service”, Father 
was the Butler, and Mother was the Housekeeper, although I was 
treated almost as a son by the people at the big house, they even 
bought me a car for my 21“ Birthday’. ‘Not a new one?’ Wendy 
said. “Gosh yes, a brand new Morris saloon, and they paid for all 
of my schooling, their son Peter and I grew up together, started 
school together, and were virtually inseparable at one time, we 
are still good friends now, he and his wife write often, as does his 
mother’. ‘How wonderful, they must be nice people, what about 
your friend in Capetown?’ ‘Who Lady Wright?’ ‘Lady Wright?’ 
.-. "You mean a real Lady?’ Basil grinned, ‘Yes a real Lady, I 
knew her first as Betty the senior housemaid until one of the Boer 
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war veterans appeared on the scene’. Basil told Wendy about the 
whirlwind romance between Betty and Gerald and the surprise 
present on the wedding day of a Baronetcy for Gerald. 

‘Well well, there’s hope for some of us yet? Wendy 
smiled. Soon there was the sound of motor vehicles and two cars 
and a small truck pulled up at the end of the lines, Bill waved to 
them to get in his car, and they got into the back of the Hillman 
Minx bearing RAF plates, and off they went towards the town, 
The Grand Hotel was just that! Very palatial, lots of gold leaf and 
red plush, uniformed flunkeys, young men in “Pillbox hats” 
operating the lifts and carrying trays of drinks, to think it was 
wartime was beyond belief. The food was wonderful, both Basil 
& Wendy had a mixed grill followed by a large Sundae, then a 
coffee. Basil declared himself “stuffed”, ‘I don’t remember 
having a meal like that since I joined up’ he declared. ‘I don’t 
ever remember having a meal like that ever’ said Wendy. Bill 
said that they ate like that every night and it was only his “keep 
fit routine” that everybody on the station did compulsorily ever 
day that stopped them becoming “Michelin Men”. Which meant 
it served two purposes; it made sure everybody was well fed, and 
also ensured everybody was fit! They were back in camp by 9- 
30pm, Basil & Wendy declined a nightcap, as they had been up 
since 3am, and bade the other two goodnight and returned to their 
tent. 

They chatted through the hanging canvas as they got 
ready for bed, Basil declared that he was already feeling better 
after one day, but Wendy said to see what he felt like in the 
morning before becoming too elated. 

Next day Basil awoke, and for a moment wondered where 
he was, then remembered, ‘are you awake Wendy; he called 
softly, there was no reply so he lifted up the canvas curtain only 
to see Wendy’s bed empty but obviously slept in. then he heard 
padding feet outside and then Wendy came in with a tray in her 
hands and Towel hanging around her neck and dressed in shirt 
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and skirt, ‘Morning Basil, I thought as I am the only woman here 
I would see what the ablution situation was like before anyone 
else got up, and I have brought us some breakfast, Cornflakes & 
Tea. Someone was about in the kitchen, and had got the tea urn 
going and mixed up some milk powder, they do get fresh milk 
locally, but yesterday they ran out. Wendy put the tray down, ‘I 
don’t know about you, but I don’t like this curtain hanging down, 
shall we dispense with it, we are both grown adults after all!’ 
‘Fine by me, I have no problem with taking it down, I'll do it 
now!’ Basil stood up and reached up and untied the strings 
holding it up. Suddenly Wendy was hooting with laughter, 
‘what’s up now?’ said Basil. 

Your stretching up there, in you underpants with your 
dick hanging out it looks like someone about to dive in the 
swimming pool!’ Basil hastily tidied himself and was blushing 
scarlet ‘sorry about that, where there’s no sense there’s no 
feeling!’ ‘No wonder your Lady wants you with a weapon like 
that’. ‘Please don’t let us get on that tack, it could lead to the 
wrong things happening between us, and that would spoil 
everything’. Wendy said she was sorry she had said it, and said 
that she agreed it would spoil everything. 


After they had eaten and Basil had washed and dressed 
they went out in search of Freddie or Bill, they spotted Freddie 
loping along the side of the runway, he saw them and veered off 
towards them ‘Morning, how did you both sleep? Both replied in 
the affirmative, ‘like a log Basil said’. ‘Good, said Freddie’ your 
rehabilitation has begun. I go for a 2 mile run every morning, 
satisfies Bill’s fitness regimen’. 


‘Where can go we for interest’ asked Basil. Pointing to 
the East Freddie said that as they could observe the sea was only 
about half'a mile away, ‘that’s the Red Sea out there, if your lung 
capacity is good I can show you where you can dive down and 
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see some of the wonderful fish there are here, but don’t go alone, 
or if you just want to swim the beach is directly over there’. ‘Or if 
you take a truck there are some very interesting ruins out in the 
Desert to explore, only about twenty minutes drive, but it is a 
very hot hard walk, I would not recommend that’. Wendy 
thanked him and they walked in the direction of the beach, just 
taking a gentle stroll, chatting about something and nothing. Basil 
asked her ‘do you have any children?’ ‘No, we have been married 
eight years but no luck so far, no doubt one day we will, and I 
would be disappointed if we don’t have any at all’. ‘Did you have 
any before your wife died?’ ‘No, I feel looking back that we were 
destined not to have any really, she had several miscarriages 
before the last pregnancy and I was reading recently that most 
miscarriages are due to problems with the normality of the 
unborn child, so that would more than likely be the reason for the 
haemorrhaging that caused her death was caused by the baby 
dying in the womb and her body tried to abort it, and if she had 
been found sooner then things may well have turned out different, 
and they would have classed it as a stillbirth’. ‘How long had you 
know your wife?’ Wendy asked, ‘a long time, we started making 
love when I was twelve and she was fourteen, but she was 
experienced even then and used a diaphragm or Dutch cap’. ‘So 
she seduced you then?’ ‘Most definitely, I had only recently got 
to the stage of having a rub off’. ‘What’s a rub off?’ said Wendy 
innocently. ‘You’ve been married for eight years and you don’t 
know what a rub off is, your having me on, you’ ll be telling me 
next that you get babies by kissing’, said Basil. “Of course I know 
how to make babies I am not that daft, I just want to know what 
“rubbing off” is’. ‘Now, said Basil, we are getting in a little bit 
deep here, and we are back to where we were an hour or so ago, 
you are starting to get me aroused and that won’t do, what did 
you and your husband do when it was the wrong week?’ “We just 
cuddled until we could make love again, what else is there to do?’ 
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‘Ask me tonight when we get back from dinner’. ‘OK Pll hold 
you to that’? Wendy said. 

(Basil’s heart sank, I know what will happen he thought, we 
would end up shagging each other and she will get pregnant, and 
that is not what either of us wants). 

The beach was beautiful, flat smooth & clean, They 
kicked off their sneakers and paddled in the warm water, there 
was just a gentle swell so there was not much splashing from the 
waves, Wendy said ‘they work until one pm, why don’t we have 
a swim?’ ‘What in our KD’s, that wouldn’t do would it?’ ‘No, 
silly, Said Wendy, we can take them off and swim in our 
underwear, or even in the buff’. ‘OK in our underwear it is’. He 
walked back to some rocks and removed his shirt & shorts took 
off his watch wrapped it in his handkerchief and slipped it into 
one of his sneakers. Wendy sat beside him took off her skirt and 
shirt, then there was a flash of skin out of the corner of Basil’s 
eye, she was not wearing a brassiere, ‘I did think you would be 
wearing a brassiere, the temptations of the flesh and all that’. ‘I 
never wear one, don’t have big enough tits to warrant one’. They 
walked into the water and swam freely for a while, then she stood 
up just in front of Basil flaunting her breasts without it appearing 
too obvious, Basil was getting angry. ‘Please Wendy, keep your 
body under the water, you are making me depressed, I shall make 
a grab for your tits and then we shall both regret it!’ Wendy said 
she was sorry, and did not want to upset him, perhaps they should 
go back to the camp, he said no reason to go, but please don’t 
tease him sexually, they laid on the sand, Wendy had made her 
shirt into a narrow strip to cover her breasts so that she could 
sunbathe. About midday, Basil said they should be getting back 
as there would be some sandwiches available at lunchtime. They 
arrived back and met Bill coming out of his office, ‘I was just 
about to send a search party for you, I wondered if you had 
decided to swim across to Persia (Iran)’ he said jokingly. 
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Wendy told him that they had been for a swim and been 
sunbathing on the beach, Bill replied that he planned to do the 
same later that day. ‘You’re just in time for Tiffin, only 
sandwiches but plenty of fruit and tea and coffee’. 

Freddie was already eating when the others arrived; it was 
a communal eating area, no segregation between the various 
ranks it was too small a unit to do that sort of thing, and also there 
was nowhere else to go. Wendy & Basil were introduced to the 
rest of the chaps, among which were some NCO Aircrew, they 
seemed very friendly types, one remarked to Basil that he wasn’t 
a flier then? Basil replied that he wanted to be but got put in the 
accounts instead, and if everything went well after the war he 
would have to learn to fly as he was to be running an estate in 
South Africa. ‘You're welcome to come with us whenever we fly, 
and we will give you a bit of tuition’. Basil thanked him and said 
he would be most grateful for their help. 


The problem with Wendy 


Later that evening Basil & Wendy returned to their tent 
after having a slightly different meal and not being so full up. 
Basil had brought back the remains of the wine that they had been 
drinking at the Grand. He lit the hurricane lantern (there was no 
electricity in the tents) and took off his shoes, ‘we’ve only got 
about half a glass each’ he said to Wendy, ‘is that OK, we don’t 
want to get too squiffy do we?’ 

They sipped the wine slowly, ‘I suppose we had better get to bed, 
another day in the morning said Basil’. ‘I’Il put out the light, 
before we undress we don’t want people watching our shadows 
do we?’ Wendy giggled ‘ they won’t see much through the 
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canvas!’ he extinguished the light and started undressing hanging 
his KD’s on a hanger; he could hear Wendy doing the same thing. 
Basil was about to get under his mosquito net when Wendy came 
across and sat on his bed, ‘OK she said, what about this “rubbing 
off’ thing, what is it?’ Basil was a little annoyed; he was hoping 
that she had forgotten about it. ‘Tell me first, how you and your 
husband went about making love?’ ‘Not much to tell, like 
everybody else, we’d do a lot of kissing, and when we were ready 
we would do it, simple as that’. ‘And how long would that take 
then?’ ‘I suppose about 15 minutes altogether’. Basil was 
getting aroused by this time, ‘that’s not very long, Gwenny and I 
would sometimes would take an hour or more’. ‘How did you 
manage that then, that seems a long time’ Wendy replied. 

Basil sighed, ‘Oh dear, it seems you need some education on 
foreplay, then I think you might have a better chance of 
conceiving a child, the only problem would be explaining to your 
husband where you learnt these skills!’ ‘Please show me Basil, 
please’. 

Basil thought quickly, the last thing he wanted was to have 
intercourse with Wendy; it wasn’t that he didn’t want to, at this 
point in time he wanted nothing more than to do that, but they 
had made an agreement that they wouldn’t. So, he had to be first. 
‘OK Wendy, I will teach you but no penetration intercourse, 
hands only’. ‘I am not sure what you mean but go ahead anyway’. 
Basil put his arm round her shoulders and pulled her chin towards 
him, and kissed her reply was very unresponsive. He tried again, 
again not a lot of response, ‘Don’t you like kissing me’ he asked. 
‘Of course I do, I’ve wanted to ever since we met’. He thought 
rapidly, what was wrong here? ‘Do you want to hold my dick?’ 
he asked. She said she had never done anything like that in her 
life, “you have never held your husbands? Not to guide it in?’ 
‘No, he always put it in’. Basil was perplexed, here was a woman 
who had been wed for eight years, and had never held her 
husbands manhood? ‘You wanted to know what “rubbing off” 
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was, and I want you to do it to me’ he took her hand and rested 
her palm against his very aroused Penis, now close your fingers 
gently like this’, and he closed her fingers around it. ‘It’s very 
hot, is it always like this?’ Wendy asked. ‘It is when I am sitting 
next to a naked girl in a tent he whispered in her ear, don’t talk so 
loud, whisper, now rub up and down it gently like this’. Slowly 
she rubbed very slowly, he whispered to her to stand up and he 
stood up with her, he bade her rub a little faster he was now really 
aroused, he so wanted to penetrate her, but he meant to stand by 
his word, ‘faster faster’ she increased speed a little more, he 
could feel the end soon approaching ‘slow down and rub all the 
way along it’s length, she slowed as asked ‘a little slower’; and 
then it was there, he could feel it pumping beneath her grip, he 
felt for his underpants on the bed and then said ‘you can stop 
now’ I’ve finished, have you got any on your hand?’ it’s a bit 
sticky, what is it?’ He wiped her hand then felt for his water 
bottle uncorked it and wetted her hand and wiped it dry with a 
handkerchief, and then wiped his penis. ‘How was that for the 
first time rubbing a man off?’ quite exciting, especially when you 
started to writhe about and then that pumping feeling in my hand. 
What was that and what was sticky?’ Basil squirmed inwardly, 
(eight years wed and knows nothing, her husband must be a real 
dumb cluck!) 

‘In answer to both questions in order of asking, the pumping 
sensation was me body pumping semen, or to use the common 
name spunk, out of my dick, which should if the time is right 
make babies when pumped into a woman’s womb, and the 
stickiness was some that got on you hand during this operation’. 
‘OH really, my husband always pulled it out and held a cloth 
against it, he says it’s dirty to put it into a woman!’ Basil 
astounded, could only reply ‘that my darling is why you have 
never had a baby’. Wendy said then well never mind, what’s 
next’ she whispered. Basil said let us put the two beds together 
first of all, we shall have to share a net though’. Wendy got onto 
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her bed after he had moved it next to his, and then Basil got on 
his and pulled the Mosquito net over them both. He told her to lay 
on her stomach and then he gently caressed her hair and her neck 
for several minutes until moving down to the small of her back, 
here he circled with his long fingers and she started to squirm on 
the bed, ‘Nice?’ he asked. ‘Wonderful don’t stop please’. He 
carried on for another 15 minutes or so caressing the whole of her 
back and down as far as her knees, by now he had found the most 
sensitive spot, like most women, just at the top of the buttock 
cleavage. He now rolled her onto her right side so that she was 
facing him, he pulled her chin around and kissed her, at the same 
time gently caressing her back and then her very aroused nipples 
which were rock hard by now. Her kiss was more responsive too, 
and she parted her lips a little not on purpose he thought, so he 
gently touched them with the tip of his tongue, and pushed 
gently, her mouth opened involuntarily. He now plunged his 
tongue in as far as he could and then gently stroked it in and out, 
she murmured gently and held on tighter to him. Now he slowly, 
very slowly worked his hand down over her abdomen in a 
circular motion, and then he felt her pubic hairs under his fingers, 
gently he touched her clitoris and she thrust up against his hand 
and he felt her wetness and he slipped his finger in between the 
lips and slowly entered her Vagina with his fingers first one 
finger, then two and slowly she began to respond to his 
movements, he kissed her passionately, then ran his tongue 
around her nipples all the time working his fingers firmly but 
gently. She thrust up at his hand, and started to make small 
mewing sounds, then, suddenly she almost vibrated on the bed, 
Basil hastily put his mouth over hers as she almost screamed with 
elation, and then lay still for a couple of minutes. ‘Whatever was 
that? I have never experienced anything like that in my life, it 
was if I was floating on a cushion of air, what were you doing to 
me?’ she whispered. Basil didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, 
‘you have obviously experienced your first ever climax! Did you 
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never experience anything like that when you and your husband 
made love?’ ‘No never, why, should I have done?’ ‘Well not 
necessarily, but you have obviously never ever worked yourself 
off to that extreme’. ‘How do you mean?’ Basil was puzzled; 
‘when you feel like you want to make love, but have no-one there 
to do it with, don’t you touch yourself here (and touched her 
vagina) until you have satisfied yourself?’ ‘No, I never realised I 
could do that to myself, you are a real fountain of knowledge 
Basil’. Wendy then said ‘OK, so we agreed that there were no 
strings attached, but I see no wrong in doing what we did tonight 
to each other, you enjoyed it, I certainly experienced something 
absolutely wonderful, in fact wonderful doesn’t even begin to 
describe what I felt’ she reached up and pulled his head towards 
her and kissed him passionately. ‘I think that had better do for 
tonight’ Basil said. ‘Can we leave the beds together then, I want 
to be able reach out and touch you if I want’. Basil was rather 
sharp with her, ‘I think that if we did that we would end up 
having full intercourse, and that would not be right, I’m sorry but 
that is how I feel about it, 1 want you so much but we did make a 
promise to each other, and we must stick to it’. Wendy said ‘you 
are right of course, I have wanted you in me ever since we first 
met, but I agree we must keep our word, we will do this again 
though won’t we?’ ‘Yes if you want to’ Basil murmured. 


Diving in the Red sea 


The next day Freddie joined them for a swim, and to show 
them where they could dive down to see the fish. The previous 
evening Basil & Wendy had nipped into one of the shops near the 
Grand to get some swimming gear, so they were not swimming in 
their underwear this time. Freddie led them about a mile along the 
beach, where there were some rocks showing above the water. ‘I 
presume you are both competent swimmers?, because this is not 
for the inexperienced! Basil & Wendy both had passed lifesaving 
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examinations during their training in the UK, so they told Freddie 
they had no worries. They went out to the rocks and Freddie told 
them to go up onto the highest rock, and he would brief them on 
what to do. ‘Now, below this rock the wall is sheer for about 100 
feet, so you can dive in vertically quite safely with no fear of 
hitting anything below. When you surface make for the gap 
between here and that rock there, he said pointing down to the 
left, so remember when you come out go the RIGHT of this rock, 
there is almost a landing stage about 4 feet below the surface so 
all you do is to draw your knees up as you approach it and then 
stand up, I will be there for your first dive anyway to make sure 
you are OK’. 

He suggested that Wendy went first, diving slightly to the 
left, and Basil to follow immediately diving slightly right. Wendy 
left the rock and entered the water cleanly, Basil immediately 
followed suit, Basil opened his eyes as he went down and was 
amazed how clear the water was, it was teeming with fish of all 
sizes and colours, and he marvelled how smooth the rock wall 
was, he swam down further letting some air from his lungs as he 
did so, then sensing he had done enough he slowly allowed 
himself to rise to the surface, he could see Wendy slightly above 
him and to his right ascending also. As he broke the surface 
Wendy was just standing up on the ledge, Freddie gave her his 
hand and she skipped up out of the water, Basil landed and 
followed her. 

‘How was that then?‘ said Freddie. ‘Absolutely wonderful 
said Wendy, so many fish and so many colours and the water is 
so clear’. Basil agreed, ‘really splendid sight’. Freddie then dived 
in, and Wendy looked at Basil, ‘No regrets about last night?’ ‘No, 
why should I? We were only pleasuring each other after all, 
sexual frustration since Gwenny died has been one of my 
problems, and you eased that last night’. ‘Well said Wendy, I 
must admit that I have missed sleeping with my husband, but 
after last night I think I have somewhat wasted the last eight years 


160 


on someone who didn’t have a lot of idea, I was always told men 
were experienced and knew what to do, but you showed me last 
night that he definitely didn’t know what was what!’ 

Just then Freddie surfaced, ‘there are certainly a lot of fish 
down there today, a lot more than usual, must be something to do 
with the tide, although there isn’t much of a tide here at all’. They 
took another couple of dives each, and then Freddie said ‘I had 
better be off, it must be nearly time for the flight coming in from 
Khartoum, don’t be late for Tiffin!’ He jogged off in the direction 
of the camp. Basil pointed to the shady side of the rock, ‘let’s sit 
in the shade for a bit, I want a drink anyway, and the water bottle 
is round there’. They sat in the shade, there was a warm breeze 
blowing towards them, and Wendy started the conversation up 
again about the night before. Basil was a little concerned over this 
line of communication; he almost wished that it hadn’t happened. 
He got his watch out of his bag, ‘we had better go too, and we 
can have a quick dip at the beach before we go back for lunch’. 

For the next few days they carried on as before, Wendy 
insisting that they carried on after lights out as they had 
previously, Basil had agreed reluctantly, because he found it 
somewhat frustrating. On The Sunday morning Basil heard 
Wendy muttering to herself, obviously in a bad fit for some 
reason. ‘What’s up Wendy?’ ‘It’s a good job I came prepared, 
I’ve “got the painters in”, or in other words it’s College rag week! 
‘Never mind, said Basil, at least you won’t have to face your 
husband with an excuse for being pregnant!’ ‘Yes but WE 
haven’t done anything that would get me pregnant have WE?’ she 
hissed through her teeth. ‘Now then young lady, don’t tell the 
whole camp about our goings on! Keep your voice down!’ 

‘Sorry Basil, I’m afraid I get rather wound up when I’m 
on, it’s a woman thing you know’. ‘Oh I know all about it, I was 
married myself, remember?’ ....“Sorry Basil!’ And she took a 
step across the tent and gave him a kiss on the cheek, ‘that’s a bit 
of a weak one, he said, Wendy turned and grabbed round the neck 
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and gave him a very passionate French kiss, That’s better, want to 
do it again?’ She repeated the action, and Basil felt himself 
getting aroused, as she broke off the kiss she looked down, and 
saw his condition, ‘I had better see to him in the daylight! And 
she closed her hand in his manhood and began to gently caress it. 
After it was over she said to Basil, ‘I have never seen semen 
come out before, it certainly doesn’t seem dirty to me’. Basil just 
smiled at her. 

“T feel much better now” 

Basil was by now feeling much better, and in the middle 
of the third week told Wendy that he was glad that they would 
soon be going back to Cairo. ‘Don’t you like being here in our 
little love nest then, or have you gone off of me now?’’Of course 
I like being here with you, but I have things to do in Cairo, I must 
see how the Rugby team is doing, and also I don’t like leaving the 
apartment too long even though I have paid up the rent until next 
month’. ‘I suppose you are right, I have things to do also, I have 
some exams to do in January for promotion, and I should have 
started swatting up on them this month. I can still come round to 
the apartment though can’t I?’ Basil grinned at her, ‘you’d better 
do, or I shall be upset, we won’t have to whisper there’ he said 
with a twinkle in his eye. 

During their time at this remote station, Basil 
managed to get in quite a few hours of (unofficial) flying lessons; 
there were several trips to other nearby units for various reasons 
mainly to deliver spares dropped off by the larger transport 
aircraft. There were several Radio stations in the area, some to 
give a “fix”; i.e. positioning details for route flying transports, 
and also listening stations. These usually had short runways very 
often just sand which were not really suitable for aircraft larger 
than the Anson or the Oxford that Basil was having lessons in. 
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Time to return 


Freddie said to Basil one morning ‘have your kit packed 
and be ready to leave at 3pm this afternoon. We had a signal this 
morning to say a flight from Johannesburg will be calling in here 
at 3pm, by the time we have it refuelled it should leave around 4 
pm, OK’. Basil nodded, ‘I will tell Wendy right away, you know 
what women are like, I’1l tell her 2-30, she might be ready by 3!’ 

This was really not a fair comment, in fact Wendy was 
one of the most punctual women Basil had ever known, during 
his training they were always waiting for some sleepy headed 
woman or other before they could all get on with things. And in 
his days in the Office before he signed up for the RAF some of 
the typist’s timekeeping was atrocious, some of the excuses were 
so poor, they were laughable! 

Just before 3 pm a Dakota landed in a cloud of dust and 
stopped just off of the runway, there were only two passengers, 
the rest of the space was taken up with cargo and two spare seats 
for Wendy and Basil. All disembarked and went to get a cool 
drink and a sandwich, ‘we shall be spending the night at Wadi 
Halfa, rooms have been booked in one of the towns Hotels, and 
arrive in Cairo tomorrow afternoon’ The pilot informed Basil, 
‘thanks for the information, I doubted that we would be flying in 
overnight’. Wendy whispered, I wonder if we will have a room 
together or separate?’ ‘I imagine we will be separate’ said Basil 
‘like we were supposed to have been for the last month’ he 
grinned. ‘Shame, I was looking forward to spending a night in a 
hotel with you!’ ‘Not to worry no doubt you will sleep walk’ 

The flight was uneventful, and they were transported into 
the town to quite a modest hotel, not on the scale of the Grand, 
but clean I tidy. They were issued with their keys and conducted 
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up to the first floor; they had adjacent rooms, and discovered that 
they had a connecting door, that was locked. After the evening 
meal they went to the reception together, and enquired about the 
key: without turning a hair or making any comment either verbal 
of facial, the clerk gave Wendy the key. They went out into the 
terrace and the waiter brought them cool glasses of lemonade, the 
evening was warm with a gentle breeze, Wendy snuggled up to 
Basil and said ‘That was a nice holiday, are you really feeling 
better?’ Basil paused before speaking: ‘yes I have got over my 
parents passing a lot easier than I thought I would. I suppose it 
was not being there when it happened, but life must go on, and 
you have been a great help to me’. Not so much as you have been 
to me, you have opened up a whole new world to me’. 

’My pleasure’: ‘Not so much as mine’ Wendy replied: ‘I feel like 
a new woman, completely reborn!’ ‘I feel the same too’ Basil 
remarked, all my frustration has gone’. 


The parting of friends 


Basil resumed his duties upon his return to Cairo, Wendy 
was now swatting for her promotion, and Basil was of course 
really embroiled in the Admin rugby team. They had not fared 
too badly whilst he had been away, they had won 3 matches: lost 
one: and drawn one. Basil was quite pleased with the results, and 
Groupie was even more pleased, they had gained a very good ex- 
County player in the front row, which had bolstered a weak point 
in the team, and some of the “Rookies” had become very sharp 
players, what they lacked in experience they gained in running 
speed. 

Consequently they did not meet up quite so often, 
although when they did, Wendy made sure things were as before 
they returned from their seaside break. They did manage to get 
some tennis practice in at least once a week which helped to keep 
them both at the peak of fitness, ‘good for the brain as well as the 
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body’ Basil told Wendy one evening, ‘Well at the moment my 
brain hurts’ said Wendy, looking rather ruefully at him, ‘I shall 
be glad when I take this promotion board the week after 
Christmas’. Wendy was on duty most of Christmas, and Basil‘s 
rugby team had several matches over that period, so he was busy 
also. It was not until new years day that they both had a day off, 
and they spent the day at the apartment. ‘I have to attend the 
board on the third’ she told Basil, ‘All I can do is to wish you the 
best of luck’ replied Basil, I know nothing of your job at all, so I 
cannot help you’. ‘I don’t think I have any worries on the 
technicalities, it is the actual board I am dreading, it’s all the 
officer side that I’m worried about!’ ‘Why, you are an officer 
already, all they will ask you is a bit more about Kings 
regulations, and protocol things’ I know that when I passed out I 
was the same rank as you are, and the time I spent at RAF St 
Athan was good experience, and although I had been on an 
accountancy training course before I went there, it was more my 
previous office experience that held me in good stead’. ‘Then I 
was posted to Lincolnshire, to replace someone who was due for 
promotion & posting overseas, and led to my premature 
promotion, although I still had to take the board’. ‘Well I just 
hope it goes OK muttered Wendy’. ‘I don’t see you having any 
problems’ said Basil confidently. 

Basil did not see Wendy for more than a week, then on 
the Friday afternoon, he was just about to leave the accounts 
section when he realised someone was standing slightly behind 
him, he turned and there she stood, ‘Hello young lady what can I 
do for you, got no spare “‘Ackers” I’m afraid!’ She waved her 
right arm in front of him, ‘Oh I see, flashing your two rings at me 
now, that will get you everywhere. Congratulations on your 
promotion, when did you get it?’ ‘Only yesterday morning, | am 
at present in charge of the whole section now, just as I was 
before’ she grinned’. ‘Well done anyway’ said Basil, ‘that calls 
for a celebration don’t you think?’ ‘Most definitely, down at the 
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Club or at the apartment?’ Basil thought, why don’t we go for a 
meal at that place we went to a few weeks ago, and then have a 
drink at the flat afterwards, are you on duty tomorrow?’ ‘No, I am 
off until Monday now’. ‘So am I’ said Basil, ‘and no match this 
weekend either’. ‘OK lets do that, I’ve got my bag in the car, are 
you ready to roll?’ I’ll just pop into the mess and see if I can get 
some bottles of booze!’ Basil returned 10 minutes later, with a 
carrier bag, ‘only got “Stella” I’m afraid’. ‘Well most people 
don’t need too much of that to get silly!’ 

After they had eaten they returned to the apartment and changed 
into “civvies”, Basil poured the drinks and they sat and listened to 
the war news from the BBC. The battles in North Africa were 
going reasonably well, General Alexander and General 
Montgomery were holding their own against the “Afrika Corps”. 
Basil said ‘I wonder how long it will be before that lot is over and 
they invade Sicily, or even the Italian mainland?’ Wendy replied 
that she couldn’t imagine that happening yet awhile. 

They finished their drinks and Basil said ‘I’m for bed, I don’t 
know about you’. ‘Me too’ said Wendy ‘I had a long day today, I 
was on duty at 6 am’. It was gone midnight before they finally 
dropped asleep; they had still kept to their agreement, although 
Basil often thought that if he suggested otherwise she would jump 
at the chance to make love “all the way”. 

They played tennis on the Saturday afternoon, and went 
swimming afterwards, after a light meal at the Club they returned 
to the apartment to spend the evening together. 

Basil had received several letters from Betty, and also 
some photographs of the baby, he had a mop of dark hair like 
Betty, but had Basil’s nose and eyes, he was showing Wendy the 
latest pictures, ‘Well there’s one thing for sure’ Wendy remarked 
‘she certainly hasn’t played away from home, he is certainly your 
son, look at his eyes and nose, and that pointed chin, no 
mistaking it, you’ve put your mark on him!’ 
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On the Monday morning they both reported for duty as 
usual, but within an hour Wendy phoned to say rather tearfully 
that she was to be posted back to “Blighty” (UK). I am leaving on 
Wednesday night, Can I come and stay again tonight?’ Basil told 
that it would be OK as far as he was concerned, ‘What about your 
duty tomorrow?’ ‘I am finished as from this afternoon, no more 
duties, my P/O is to run the show like I did, it doesn’t require 
someone of my rank!’ 

Wendy picked Basil up from his building and they went to the 
apartment, Wendy was really upset about the posting, ‘I am going 
to miss you terribly, you have made a new woman of me, and 
taught me so much, I just want to stay with you, I know that is 
impossible but that is how I feel for you’. Basil’s reply was softly 
spoken, ‘in a way I feel that way too, but we are both spoken for 
and that is how it has to be. I have my son in Capetown, and you 
have your husband who I think is going to do a lot of rapid 
learning when you meet up again’. ‘Did I tell you he is back in 
“Blighty”? Wendy said. ‘He has been posted to West Drayton, 
and he is now a Flight Sergeant’. 

‘Oh good for him, he will be getting the treatment sooner than I 
thought’ laughed Basil. Wendy laughed, ‘I’m afraid there will be 
a few white lies told, I will tell him some of the girls showed me 
what to do!’ and burst out laughing, ‘I know some of the girls 
sleep together, I suppose they do to each other what you do to 
me?’ Basil said that he had heard that those sort of things went 
on, and amongst the men also, but very few got caught, it was of 
course a breach of Kings regulations! 

When they went to bed that evening, Wendy said that it 
was going to be a long night, but Basil said that he had to go to 
work in the morning. ‘Don’t be a spoilsport! I’ve got to have my 
rations to last until I can get hold of my husband again!’ 

They lay together on the bed, Basil turned out the light, 
had he not done so he would perhaps have perceived what Wendy 
was to do very shortly! She knelt at the side of him as usual, 
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fondling and caressing him, she worked very slowly that night, 
Basil was making quiet moaning noises, and then suddenly 
Wendy was astride him and she entered his manhood into her 
before he realised what had happened and then said ‘what are you 
doing you'll get yourself pregnant!’ No I won’t, I put a “French 
letter (condom) on him before I jumped on, now let us roll over 
and you can show the proper way to make love!’ Basil gently 
rolled over on top of her and began to gently make love in his 
favourite way, creating thorough enjoyment for them both. 
Wendy was so much aroused that she had an orgasm within a 
very short time, Basil lay still, ‘why have you stopped, have you 
finished?’ she queried, ‘Not yet, I will though if you want to 
finish now!’ ‘Sorry I wasn’t thinking I was so enjoying what I 
have wanted for months’. Basil started again Gently rocking in 
the way he and Gwenny had done so many times over the years, 
Betty had enjoyed it too that Christmas in South Africa, even 
Alice appreciated his gentle but exciting love making. He then 
continued and Wendy had another orgasm, more powerful than 
the first, after that, Basil speeded up and finished off himself. 

‘Basil that was wonderful, I know now what I have been 
missing all these months we have only been friends and not 
lovers’. Basil said nothing for a couple of minutes, but his mind 
was in a turmoil, what she said was true, but they had made that 
agreement not be lovers, but the mutual masturbation had really 
broken that, but still until now there had been no union of bodies. 
‘I feel that we have done wrong, but on the other hand it was I 
suppose inevitable, if you had not got this posting perhaps we 
could have kept it as we were doing, but now I want you and you 
want me, the parting will be all the more painful because of what 
we have done tonight!’ Wendy replied that what was done was 
done, they did have strong feelings for each other, but she felt 
that in time they would pass. ‘Anyway, the night is yet young and 
we are far from home; the senior nurse from the MI (Medical 
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Inspection) room got me several French letters, so we can do it 
again later if you want to’. 

Ignoring this comment Basil asked ‘Was there any 
wine left?’ “Yes, about half a bottle, would you like some more? I 
will get it’. She slipped out from under the Mosquito net, put a 
bedside light on and went through into the living room, and took 
two fresh glasses and the wine bottle back into the Bedroom. 
When she returned Basil was returning from the bathroom, ‘I hate 
those things, just like washing your feet with your socks on’ he 
remarked to Wendy, ‘but I suppose better than you “getting a bun 
in the oven” ’. ‘I’m afraid so, that would really get up Bill’s nose 
if you know what I mean, I expect he would throw me out on my 
ear if I did!’ 

They lay there drinking the wine slowly, and just 
generalising about things, Service life, affairs, and girls sleeping 
together. ‘I wouldn’t fancy that at all, now you’ve shown me how 
to do it for myself, I am quite happy doing it myself when you are 
not around, in fact I am getting rather addicted to it!’ ‘What you 
must not do is make yourself un-sensitive, otherwise you will 
lose some of the enjoyment, it can even spoil full intercourse if 
you are not careful’. 

She finished her wine and turned to Basil, she kissed him 
passionately, ‘I want you again darling, you are not going to 
disappoint me on what could be our last night together, because I 
am not sure if I will be allowed off camp on Tuesday night, you 
know what these pettifogging senior officers are! 

Then she kissed him again and noticed that he was once 
more becoming aroused, ‘make love to me slowly, Wendy said, I 
will only do what you ask me to do, I will leave it up to you’. 
Basil kissed her and started to caress her all over her body, her 
breasts her stomach and then parted her legs wide and started to 
kiss her pubic area, he worked slowly and gently until she was 
moaning quite loudly, ‘you had better put it on him now’ he said. 
Wendy reached for the condom, and gently applied it until his 
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manhood was fully sheathed, ‘OK’ she said. Basil carried on 
kissing and tonguing her. ‘Please Basil don’t tease me I want it 
now, now, now!’ Basil ignored her for a few more minutes, and 
then turning quickly he entered her swiftly, and then as she 
locked her legs around his waist, began his gentle rocking motion 
that she had enjoyed earlier. Afterwards, they lay in each other’s 
arms until they fell asleep, Wendy woke with a start, (‘What’s the 
time? she wondered, looking at the clock she saw it was only 5 
am, I had better wake Basil soon, or I won’t get another love 
session in before we have to report back)’. She crept out of bed 
and went into the kitchen and put the kettle on before visiting the 
washroom, she washed her self rapidly, and then went and made 
some Coffee. 

‘Coffee Basil’ she said quietly in his ear, he stirred ‘Oh 
thanks, I could do with that’. Then he looked at the clock, ‘is that 
all the time is? I’ve got another hours sleep to have yet!’ Wendy 
smiled, ‘not while I’m in the bed with you!’ ‘You little Minx, and 
what if I refuse your advances?’ ‘You won’t, she smiled as she 
caressed his manhood gently, see he is reviving already without 
the Coffee that’s because he wants a Pee’, and he slipped off of 
the bed and went through the door. When he returned he sat on 
the edge of the bed drinking his Coffee, Wendy stroked his back 
gently and was looking over his shoulder down at his thighs, ‘OK 
I give in, but it will be a quickie and will be just for me, if you 
have a climax so well and good!’ ‘What do you mean’ Wendy 
said. ‘Wait and see’ said Basil. He started to caress and fondled 
her breasts, in turn she caressed his manhood until it was greatly 
aroused, she rolled on a condom, then she said ‘I want you now!’ 
Basil said ‘stand on the floor at the foot of the bed, and hold onto 
it, so you are bending over forwards’. Then Basil parted he legs 
wide and pulling her towards him he entered her Vagina from 
behind, he thrust hard and strongly into her and she responded 
thrusting her buttocks against his thrust until Basil felt her start to 
tremble, she stood rigid as he made his final thrusts and 
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ejaculated as she shuddered in her climax. ‘Gosh Basil, I really 
enjoyed that, that was a good shag, I’d never had it doggie— 
fashion before and you were really big inside me! 


“Did you cut this?” 


As Basil withdrew from her he noticed a small cut in the 
tip of the Condom, and some semen seeping out, ‘did you doctor 
that Johnny Wendy?’ he asked sharply, Wendy turned and faced 
him, “what do you mean? ‘It has been cut at the tip! Which means 
that you could now be pregnant, these service issue Johnny’s are 
made extra strong, and don’t usually tear, this looks like a 
deliberate cut!’ Wendy’s face was beetroot red, and not from 
exertion! ‘I wanted your child Basil, more than anything in the 
world, I don’t want you to take responsibility for it, Bill won’t 
know it is not his, I shall be sleeping with him whilst I am on 
disembarkation leave, and in any case not every time works does 
it, I am truly sorry Basil. I am so in love with you my darling that 
I wanted nothing less than to have you father my child’. ‘OK, I 
believe you, but it was rather sneaky to do it that way, if you had 
asked to shag you bareback and explained why I would more than 
likely not refused you, after all the chance of your husband 
making you pregnant do seem rather remote on his past 
performances!’ Wendy kissed him gently, ‘I will go and start the 
breakfast while you wash and shave’. Basil kissed her lightly on 
the lips and went off towards the bathroom. 

After they had eaten breakfast Wendy swilled the 
crockery, and said she didn’t realise it was so early ‘At least 
another hour before we have to leave, it’s too warm to get dressed 
properly yet, I will leave that until later’. Basil switched on the 
radio, and tuned to an English speaking station, but there was no 
news bulletin on there, so left it playing soft music. “I’ve never 
asked you, said Basil, do you dance?’ ‘Yes, ballroom, I don’t like 
that Latin American stuff, and I’ve never tried this Jive thing 
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from the USA.’ ‘Lets dance then’, said Basil, as there was a 
lovely slow waltz playing on the radio, Wendy walked towards 
him and they started to waltz sedately around the room, she 
pressed close against him and after the third dance it was obvious 
the Basil was getting aroused again, Wendy was still on a high 
from earlier, and was very wet between her legs, she slipped her 
hand down the front of his shorts and worked gently on him, she 
could feel him getting harder and harder. Then she whispered in 
his ear ‘come on, make me a baby right now, the same way as the 
last time’, she dropped her housecoat onto the floor and went 
through to the bedroom gripped the footboard of the bed and 
spread her legs wide, she heard Basil behind her and then felt him 
enter her. ‘Just following orders m’am, one baby coming up, or at 
least I will be’. Without a condom Basil was really having a job 
to hold back from ejaculating and as Wendy was just at the 
trembling stage he let go with almost a shout as the semen 
pumped into her, they stayed locked together for some minutes. 
Wendy said ‘I felt you shoot it into me, oh what a lovely feeling 
without a Johnny on’. Basil replied ‘I tried to hold it longer so 
that you climaxed, but I couldn’t hold on any longer’. Wendy 
said that was OK, she had two before he did and was well 
satisfied. 

They returned to camp just before 8 am, Wendy went 
towards her quarters, they had kissed before they left the 
apartment, and as Basil got out of the car he said ‘I am 
completely knackered, I don’t know how I will get through the 
day’. Wendy had said ‘you had better hope that I am not allowed 
out tonight, or you will need a weeks leave’. 

Later that day Basil was in conference with Groupie, they 
were discussing first & foremost the Admin rugby team. After 
that they just made small talk for a few minutes until Basil 
dropped a bombshell, ‘I want to remuster as aircrew, I want to get 
my wings’, 
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. Groupie looked at him in amazement, ‘whatever put that 
Idea in your head?’ It has been there ever since I was in 
Capetown with Lady Wright, as God willing I will be living there 
after this lot is over, I shall need to be able to fly, but also I am 
getting rather bored with my present occupation, it is very tedious 
and not very rewarding in job satisfaction, I have already passed 
the flying medical, and I have no problem with the education side 
of things. Whilst I was on sick leave I had a bit of unofficial 
flying tuition on both Ansons, and Oxfords and enjoyed it very 
much’. ‘You have no ambitions as a fighter ace then?’ No, not 
really, just flying in general perhaps in a communications flight 
capacity or like the chaps who gave me tuition, general 
dogsbodies of the air’. ‘I know what your problem is, now that 
young Wendy has been posted you are going to be at a loose end, 
and need a challenge!’ ‘Not really, I shall miss her company of 
course but we are only friends, he lied. Nothing more than that, I 
appreciated what she did when I was unwell but that is all behind 
me now, I have my son in Capetown to look forward to and 
Wendy will soon be back with her husbands anyway, he is back 
in Blighty too’. ‘I never knew she had a husband, what does he 
do?’ ‘He is a motor engineer, was in Malta but now at West 
Drayton and just made Flight Sergeant’. ‘Good that will make 
them both happy, of course it depends where they send her!’ 

‘Anyway, I'll look into this flying business for you, can’t 
promise anything mind you, but I will do my best’. That 
afternoon Basil was summoned to Groupies’ office again. 
‘Afternoon Basil’ said Groupie, ‘got some news for you, it will 
be up on orders in the morning, you are being seconded to the 
South African Air force for six months as a Liaison officer, that 
title covers a multitude of sins’. ‘Any idea where?’ ‘Somewhere 
near Johannesburg I think, there are both basic and advanced 
flying schools there I understand, so you should get a good 
grounding, and you had better not come back without those 
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wings!’ ‘Thank you very much Sir, I shall not forget your 
kindness’. 

Later Wendy phoned to say she was confined to barracks, 
and could not “come out to play” as she put it. Then Basil told 
her to look at station orders in the morning, ‘then ring me and we 
will have lunch in the mess later before you leave’. 

Next morning Wendy phoned, ‘how ever did you wangle 
that posting’. ‘I have friends in high places who can pull strings!’ 
‘Will you be near your Betty?’ ‘Not really, nearly 900 miles away 
I think; OK for lunch?’ ‘Yes, I have done all my paperwork, I am 
just about packed, one o’clock OK?’ Basil said that would be 
fine, and he would see her there. 

Sitting in the mess over a leisurely lunch, Wendy asked 
what the job entailed. Basil replied that he was not really sure, but 
had she got an address where he could write to her and let her 
know what was what when he got there. ‘I'll give you my parents 
address, send it c/o there, and they will forward it on’. Basil 
wrote it down in his address book, ‘I will do that as soon as I 
know what I am to be doing, also I will write it quite casually, 
just as if I was an old colleague, and then you can show it to Bill 
without any problems’. Wendy then said ‘well, you are an old 
colleague, a very close colleague indeed, one even might say an 
intimate friend!’ but that is between us of course’. Basil got up 
and wished her all the luck in the world, Wendy replied that she 
hoped all the luck had happened the Monday evening, but it 
would have been great to have had the chance to have “another 
try or three” last night. Basil kissed her lightly on the cheek as 
there were others in the mess at the time, and whispered ‘I hope 
it’s a boy!’ 
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Basil at flying school in S Africa. 


Basil arrived at an air base near to Johannesburg in 
the middle of February 1944, he was greeted by an officer 
who conducted him to the Headquarters building, where he 
was given all the details of the officers mess, the fact was 
that he would be assigned duties on the base as if he were 
Officer in the South African Air force, he would have to do 
duty Officer duties on a rota system, but would besides his 
flying training would act in some, Liaison capacity. 

Wing Commander Courton was to be his superior officer, and his 
initial flying instructor was to be F/Lt Ballantire, ‘Quite a lot to 
take in at once said Courton, but you will soon get used to our 
ways of doing things’. 

He pressed a button on his desk and a smartly uniformed 
Sergeant entered, ‘Take Mr Brown to the mess, they have his 
room ready for him’. Basil thanked the Wingco and followed the 
sergeant out. The Wingco turned to the officer who had brought 
Basil into his office: 

‘He seems a bright sort of fellow, we’ll soon knock him 
into shape, got a good English Grammar school education too, 
got a top marks Matric, has been working as an accountant in the 
RAF’. ‘He told me he had taken some flying instruction when he 
spent a short while in the Sudan on detachment, unofficial of 
course, on Avro Anson & Airspeed Oxford’s’. ‘We shall see how 
he does in the next few weeks, send Ballantire into me please’. 

Karl Ballantire came into the office, saluted and sat in a 
chair opposite the Wingco. ‘Got this RAF fellow for you Karl, 
just arrived today, bright chap, well educated, done a little flying, 
but needs to start from the bottom rung! He can start with you 
tomorrow, get to know him tonight in the mess if you can, sound 
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him out, see what his background is, he is a career airman by the 
way, joined before the war started’. ‘OK, I will soon have him 
straightened out, buy him a few beers, and get him talking’. 

Basil unpacked his kit and put it away, there was a knock 
on the door, ‘come in’ Basil called. A youngish airman stood in 
the doorway, * I am the block batman Mr Brown sir, and I serve 
the six officers in this block’. ‘What do I call you?’ Basil asked, 
“my names Kruger sir’. ‘Come in and sit down a minute, I have 
been living in an apartment and have not had a regular Batman 
for a while, what’s the form here?’ ‘I keep all your kit up to 
scratch, if you need anything particular, say you are going out 
with the CO or something like that, you tell me, and I will have 
whatever uniform or your mess uniform laid out ready, I clean 
your shoes, and do any other thing that you require’. 
‘Unfortunately I do not have a mess uniform; are they used often 
here?' if so, do you have a tailor nearby who could make me 
one?’’ There is at least one Mess night a month sir, sometimes 
more often if we have visiting top brass’. ‘There is a good Tailor 
just outside the gates, he is an official service tailor, and will 
make you an excellent mess uniform’. “Thank you for that 
information, I will see about getting that done’. ‘I have put my kit 
away, and I would appreciate things being put in the same places’ 
said Basil. No problem sir, I always make an inventory of my 
officers kit when they first come, and make sure they have labels 
on when they go to the laundry etc’. The young man departed, 
and was immediately replaced by Karl Ballantire. 

‘Hello, I’m Karl Ballantire, I am your instructor, what’s 
your first name?’ ‘Hello Karl, my names Basil, but I prefer to 
known as “BB”, just a silly fad I suppose, but I use it as a pen 
name’. ‘That rings a bell, My parents had some friends in 
Capetown whom we used to visit, and they had some books about 
nature that I looked at by some one called “BB”, and one was 
called “Basils Pond”, was that you?’ ‘Guilty as charged; Basil 
said, so you know Betty and her late husband Gerald then?’ “The 
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Wrights were business acquaintances of my parents, how do you 
know them?’ Basil told him to sit down and he would tell him a 
rather strange story, and he related the tale of Betty & Gerald. 
Karl said he knew she was English, but did not know the story. 
Basil then told him about his stay over Christmas 1941 and 
January 1942, leaving out the private bits of course. Karl then said 
‘that was about the time my father decided to retire, and Lady 
Wright flew over and bought most of the company stock!’ ‘That’s 
correct, I remember her going off for a couple of days on 
business, and she said that if I had been staying she would have 
bought the complete Company!’ ‘Why would that have made a 
difference if you had been staying?’ Basil grinned, ‘because over 
the holiday period we made the decision to become engaged, and 
we now have a son, John William who is now 6 months old! But 
of course I had to continue on to Egypt to carry out my duties’. 
Karl shook his head, ‘it’s certainly a strange small world, fancy 
that, just wait until I tell my parents!’ 

‘Are you ready to eat’ Karl asked. “Yes, I am getting 
rather peckish, it’s quite a while since I ate last’. Karl took him 
into the Officers mess bar, ordered them a beer each and then 
introduced him to the officers already there. Basil shook hands all 
round, and they went into the dining room. ‘Our Batman tells me 
that you have quite a busy official mess schedule, I have got to 
get myself a dress uniform made, or otherwise I shall get my 
wrist slapped by your CO!’ Basil exclaimed. ‘He is rather a 
stickler for his official functions is our “Old man’, but he is a 
good hearted type of fellow, I’ve served with him for the last four 
years, and we are on first name terms in private’. 

After the meal, Basil made his excuses and returned to his 
room, feeling somewhat “done in”, it had been a long day. He 
slept well, and awoke refreshed, and also excited; he now had 
that fresh challenge that he had been seeking for some time. 
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The hard work begins 


At breakfast Karl singled him out, and they ate together, 
‘you will be with Sergeant Watters for the next couple of months, 
in a class which starts this morning, it is mainly grounding work, 
theory of flight, and that sort of stuff. He will also take you for 
navigation and radio procedures later on, he is good at his job, 
has been doing it for some years but keeps up with all the latest 
developments in modern aviation’. Basil replied, ‘I am looking 
forward to getting started, it is the fresh challenge that I have 
needed for some while’. 

Later Basil reported for the class and was given a 
clipboard and a thick folder and some pencils. They were all 
ushered into a large building and were asked to 'please sit down!’ 
Sgt Watters bid them ‘Good morning Gentlemen, before we start, 
will you all please fill in your details on the front of the folder, 
and append you name on the label on the clipboard’. There was a 
rustling of paper for a couple of minutes, and then the Sgt asked 
‘All done?’ Every body nodded. ‘Right then gentlemen, we will 
begin, please make notes if you wish, I advise it!’ He spoke 
basically without stopping for almost an hour giving an outline of 
what they were to be instructed in by him over the next several 
weeks, ‘I am not going to ask if there are any questions, as I have 
not said anything that the clever Dik-Dik’s amongst you can 
question me about, YET!’ he added grinning, we will now take a 
ten minute break for a coffee which has just arrived behind you!’ 


LO 


They broke for lunch at 12-30 and one of the South 
African pupils walked with Basil, ‘I’m Jock’ he announced, my 
father is a Scot, and my mother South African Boer, but the old 
man insisted that I be called Jock’. ‘My name is Basil’ but I 
prefer to be called “BB”, Basil Brown is my real name’ OK, BB 
it is then’ replied Jock. They chatted over lunch on just mainly 
generalities, back ground and that kind of thing. Then Basil told 
him he was engaged to an English Woman who was now a South 
African citizen by her first marriage, and that she lived on the 
outskirts of Capetown, ‘are you going to stay here after the war is 
over?’ Jock asked, ‘I hope to, but I will have to go back to 
“Blighty” to put my affairs in order first, I have a house that I will 
have to sell, it is rented out at the moment since my parents died’. 
‘Did they leave it to you?’ ‘Oh no, it belonged to myself and my 
late wife, my parents retired to it before the war started, but they 
both passed on last June’. Jock asked nothing about Gwenny’s 
death, he was a very canny chap, knew when not to ask personal 
questions! 

The afternoon was busy in the classroom, whilst they had 
been at lunch Watters had prepared the blackboard and some 
throw-over sheets with all sorts of diagrams and figures on, ‘this 
no doubt looks a confusing mess, but all will become clear I 
HOPE; in the next few weeks, as we shall return to them from 
time to time’ 

At dinner later that evening, Karl asked how he had fared, ‘My 
head hurts somewhat!’ Jock who was sitting with them nodded 
his agreement, ‘I never thought we would have diagrams like 
those’ he complained. Karl laughed, ‘this is just the first day, 
what do you think it will be like at the end of the first month? 
Never mind some of you will have some flying experience on 
Thursday, and the rest on Friday’. After the meal Basil and Jock 
returned to Basil’s room to do some swatting on what they had 
done, and to review the next days work. Jock commented that 
they would no doubt get used to it, and it would come easier as 
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the weeks went on, ‘At least we shall start flying this week, I am 
looking forward to that, Basil said, I rather enjoyed what little I 
have done so far’. ‘I have only flown as a passenger, said Jock, so 
it will be rather foreign to me. 

The tuition continued over the next few weeks, flying was 
progressing. Basil had now had letters regularly from Betty, at 
least two every week with regular photo updates on their son. 

Around the end of March he received a letter from 
Wendy, he had written to her only the once since he had left 
Cairo, as mail to UK was rather difficult from South Africa. She 
was full of news, she and her husband now had “married 
quarters” near West Drayton, and they were getting on well 
together, ‘I think I have now taught him everything you taught 
me and it is most enjoyable, but not as good as with you, he is not 
adventurous enough! 

She rambled on about the wartime conditions in the UK, 
and that her mother had joined the WVS (Women’s’ Voluntary 
Service), and her father was an Officer in the “Home Guard”. 
Then came the news ‘I will enjoy bringing up OUR BABY in 
capital letters, but don’t worry, as far as Bill is concerned it will 
be his!’ Would he please write to her occasionally, and had he got 
any photos of HIS Baby? 

During April Basil did his first Solo flight, and then 
started to get more flying hours in. He sometimes did his Liaison 
duties, but they took up very little of his time. Basil had asked to 
go onto advanced training on twin engined aircraft, ‘ Then in 
June, Karl said that he would be pleased with the news he had for 
him. ‘You are to move to a base near Capetown for multi engined 
training’. Basil grinned, how far from Capetown? ‘About an hour 
by car’ Karl replied, ‘you will be able to see Betty at weekends I 
expect’ and he smiled mischievously. 


* The WVS, eventually became the Women’s Royal Voluntary Service, 
long after WWII 
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Capetown 


Basil packed his kit, and travelled by train to Cape Town 
with Jock who was on the same course, here they were picked up 
by a car and taken to their new training camp. After Lunch, Basil 
asked to use a Telephone, and phoned Betty, ‘Hello sweetheart, 
she said, where are you calling from?’ ‘About an hour away by 
car!’ and went on to explain where he was. ‘When can you come 
over to visit?’ I am not sure, I will enquire when I have got 
settled in here’. They chatted for a short time and then Basil rang 
off. He went to see his new Instructors, and they had all the 
details of his flying experience of course. You have not had any 
leave since you joined us, the course doesn’t start for another 10 
days, would you like a pass until then?’ Basil replied rather 
rapidly ‘Yes please’. ‘OK I will arrange that for you, have you 
anywhere to stay?’ ‘Yes I have a fiancé in Capetown’. The officer 
looked at him a bit askance, ‘you have a fiancé in Cape Town? 
’He queried. I most certainly have,’ Basil replied ‘she owns a 
large estate, her name is Lady Wright.' Do you know Karl 
Ballantire?’ The officer said that he had known Karl for some 
years; they did their basic training together. So Basil told him that 
Betty was a friend and business acquaintance of Karl’s parents. 
Basil filled in the pass, and added Betty’s address and Phone 
number and the officer then added the dates and signed it for him. 
When he returned to his room, he met Jock, ‘I’ve got 9 days 
leave, how did you do?’ ‘I’ve only got 7 days as I live here’ he 
replied rather ruefully. 
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Basil rang Betty again; she said she would pick him up in about 
an hour, where would he be? Basil said he would be in the 
gatehouse watching for her. 

They arrived at the estate about 7 pm, ‘come and see your 
son!’ she called to Basil, ‘he will be in bed but that is of no 
matter’. She led him into the nursery where the White Boer 
Nanny was sitting quietly reading, ‘Good evening M’am, good 
evening sir’ she greeted them both, ‘he has been asleep since 6 
o'clock’. Basil looked down upon his son, and he felt a hot tear 
forming in his eye, ‘he’s beautiful’ he whispered. They left the 
nursery, and as soon as the door closed he took Betty into his 
arms and held her close, ‘Thank you darling for my son!’ 

‘I have asked for dinner at 7-30’ Betty told him. She also 
said she had got him some Civilian clothes to wear as she was 
certain he would be able to see her before he had to return to 
Egypt. He showered and put on a pair of slacks and an open 
necked shirt, it was nice to feel relaxed again after the past few 
months of training. 

They ate their meal, and then sat out on the veranda, ‘it seems 
strange without Alice’ Basil commented, “it is as if she has gone 
off on holiday’. 

Betty said that she still missed her deeply, ‘she was such a useful 
person to have around, I treated her like a member of the family, 
and the children miss her too, they have known her from their 
birth’. ‘Let’s change the subject’ said Basil, ‘no use getting 
morbid’. 

‘You’ll share my bed tonight won’t you’ Betty asked Basil. ‘Your 
every wish is my command sweetheart, you say and I will do’. 
They went to bed about 11pm, and spent a busy night making 
each other happy. 

Next morning at Breakfast he met his son properly for the 
first time, he was a sturdy child, Crawling around the dining 
room with gay abandon, chased by the Nanny. Basil held out his 
arms to the little fellow, he looked at Basil quizzically, grinned 
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and came forward to be lifted onto Basil’s lap. He knows who 
you are, there is a photo of us together when you were here in 
1941, and he has always been told that is “‘Dadda”. Basil felt 
emotional again, this was what had been missing from his first 
marriage, not anyone’s fault, and that is what had caused 
Gwenny’s death. 

‘What do the other two think of him?’ ‘Oh they love him 
to bits’. Betty replied. ‘I’m glad about that, it would be awful if 
they did not accept him as a brother’. Betty said ‘you will find out 
for yourself soon, they have been staying with friends during the 
mid term break, they will be home for lunch today, you are going 
to be surprised at them, they have really grown up now’. 

Betty and Basil went down to the warehouses after 
breakfast, taking young John with them, when they got out of the 
car, Basil swung John up onto his shoulders and he chuckled 
merrily as Basil bounced him up and down. They went into the 
manager’s office, and he greeted them respectfully, calling Basil 
‘Sir’, which rather surprised Basil, and after a progress report, 
they left the office and did a tour of the warehouse and yards. 
‘We had better be getting back, the children will be home soon, 
and I want to be there when they arrive, they don’t know you are 
coming!’ 

They sat on the veranda, Basil keeping in the shadows, 
‘here they are’ said Betty, ‘go and hide in the dining room until I 
call you’. The car drew up at the veranda steps and the two 
children tumbled out carrying their bags. ‘OK, sit down, here are 
some cool drinks, I have something to tell you, it is quite a 
surprise!’ ‘Go on then, said Christopher, ‘tell is what it is’. Betty 
said ‘one thing at a time, how was your break with the Jacksons?’ 
‘Really great they chorused, now tell us please’. ‘OK, you can 
come out now’ she called over her shoulder. Basil cams slowly 
through the French doors onto the veranda, ‘Uncle Basil!’ Anne 
cried out and flung her arms around his neck, and kissed him on 
the cheek, Christopher shook him by the hand, ‘how long are you 
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staying?’ ‘Just a few days, but I am at the moment only an hour 
away by car’. Just then the housemaid came to say that lunch was 
ready and they all trooped into the dining room. Midway through 
the meal Anne suddenly said to Basil, ‘When is the wedding day, 
are you getting married this week?’ Betty glared at Anne, 
‘Unfortunately that is not possible at the moment, I have to have 
official permission to get married, and as I am on detachment 
here in Cape Town I cannot ask my commanding officer for 
permission’ Basil told her, ‘but never fear, it will happen God 
willing, as soon as this war is over’. ‘That’s all right then’ replied 
Anne, and carried on eating her meal. 

The Family spent a lot of time down at the house by the 
River, the children showed Basil what notes they had taken when 
watching the animals and Birds there. But the days soon flew by, 
and soon it was time to return to camp Basil and Betty with the 
three children, set off on the Rolls and after about 50 minutes had 
arrived at the Air force camp, there were tearful goodbyes from 
Betty and Anne, A straight faced handshake from Christopher, 
and a bubbly cuddle and kiss from little John. Basil waved as the 
car departed, happier than he had been for a while. He now had a 
family at last. 

The conversion course was due to last six weeks, but due 
to some unseasonable weather, was extended to eight weeks. 
Betty came and picked him up most weekends, unless he had 
station duties to perform, so he saw John most weekends, and 
built up quite a strong bond with him, how father and son should 
be! All too soon the time came again for parting, he managed to 
get a 72 hour pass for the last weekend, and took up the Tomtit 
for a test flight, with Betty in the passenger seat on the second 
flight. He told her it was a lovely little aircraft to fly, and was 
looking forward to flying it regularly when he “became a 
permanent fixture in her life”! Betty thought that expression was 
really funny, and kept giggling all evening, on Sunday Betty and 
Basil went in the Rolls to see the Children at their School, 
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Christopher would be leaving for a higher school in a few 
months, Anne had two more years to attend there. 

It was a tearful parting at the school, even Christopher 
shed a tear and told Basil ‘please take care and come back 
safely’. Then Betty drove him back to Camp, ‘Take care always 
my darling she whispered, because I think we are to have another 
child in a few months, and it will need a daddy too’ Basil stared 
~ at her in surprise, ‘Oh dear, we should have been more careful, 
but we wanted each other so much’. ‘I don’t mind in the least, 
this will cement our relationship even more, I have already told 
Anne, she is over the moon about it’. Basil did not know what to 
say, except ‘thank you sweetheart for giving me everything I 
have ever wanted, I hope it will be a girl for you’. 

With that and a last long passionate kiss, Basil alighted from the 
Rolls and Betty drove away smiling with happiness and sorrow 
mixed. 
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Back again to Egypt 
Basil arrived back at Maadi airfield in a sand storm, 


visibility was very poor but the pilot managed to get them down 
in one piece. He went straight to the Officers mess, ‘Hello Mr 
Brown sir, nice to see you back again’. ‘Thank you, is my 
transport ready, I want to go to my apartment?’ The desk sergeant 
looked grim, ‘I am sorry sir, you will have to bunk here tonight, 
no transport is moving unless it is absolutely essential, room 23 is 
available for you, and dinner will be starting in 20 minutes sir’. 
‘OK, let me have the key please, and I will get myself sorted’. 
Basil went into room 23, took off his uniform and had a quick trip 
along the corridor to the bathroom, fortunately it was vacant and 
the water hot, he had a rapid dousing, dried off and returned to 
his room. He took his clean uniform from his suit bag and dressed 
carefully. That done, a glance at his watch told him that dinner 
started 10 minutes before, (‘that should be about right to make an 
entrance’ he mused to himself). He walked slowly into the mess 
bar and ordered a beer. ‘Good evening sir, haven’t seen you for a 
while, been away sir’. ‘Yes, been on detachment down south’. 
And left it at that. As he turned round he came face to face with 
on of his equals from the accounts office. “Hello old chap, I say, 
how long have you had wings?’ ‘Oh, since last April, been down 
in South Africa for a while, Liaison Officer job, got my wings 
just for something to do, job was damn boring, so got my multi 
engine ticket as well!’ Basil fibbed they went into the dining hall; 
he spotted “Groupie” with a vacant chair next to him, ‘Hello sir’. 
‘Hello Basil, got your wings then I see’ with a glint in his eye. 
‘Got a multi engine ticket too into the bargain, thanks for your 
help, how’s the Rugby team doing?’ ‘Very well thank you, they 
are second in the table’. ‘Oh well done, have you been training 
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them?’ ‘Not really, just giving a hand, got a young fellow played 
for London Irish, he licked them into shape even more than you 
did, although you did the groundwork, he just carried on where 
you left off’. ‘What are your plans now then Basil?’ Basil looked 
a little bemused, ‘not sure, depends what they want me to fly and 
where’. Groupie said ‘you must report to Wing Commander 
(Flying) tomorrow at 9 am’. ‘How do you know that?’ “Because 
he asked me to tell you, you are still under the Admin umbrella as 
of now, wings or not!’ ‘OK, said Basil, fair enough, I had no 
written orders so I was unsure what was going on’. ‘We have 
been with you every step of the way, you have been an exemplary 
student you do realise that don’t you?’ Basil looked at Groupie 
amazed, ’nobody told me anything except you have successfully 
passed this or that: no telling you that “you have this mark or that 
mark” just “you are now going on to the next stage in your 
training” apart from a couple who fell by the wayside, we all 
passed on together, the only time it was different was when I 
asked to go for the multi engine ticket, there were only two from 
my course, myself and a fellow named Jock!’ ‘From Blighty?’ 
Groupie enquired. ‘No, South African, his father Scots, mother 
Boer’. ‘What did you do your flying on that course then’. ‘A real 
mixture on the whole, started on an old Avro Anson which had 
done an amazing number of hours in it’s short life. A Blenheim, I 
don’t know where they scrounged that from!’ 

But the last was amazing, a brand new De Havilland Mosquito, 
with an RAF Ground crew!’ ‘Good lord, said Groupie what on 
earth was that doing there?’ ‘It was a Photo Reconnaissance 
version, on trial, due to Mongomery I was told, want’s their 60 
Sqdn. To use them in the Desert campaign, I got 175 hours in my 
logbook on it’. ‘Nobody else was really interested, they mostly 
wanted to be bomber pilots, but they had nothing four engined 
there to fly, The Blenheim being the only bomber, and that is 
about obsolete according to the RAF lads there, the Wellington 
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being current but obsolescent, and there is the Lancaster and the 
Halifax deployed at the moment’. 


A visit to Wing Commander flying 


Next morning Basil went to Winco Flyings’ office, the 
corporal on the desk said the man would be available to see him 
shortly. After about 10 minutes the intercom, on the reception 
desk buzzed, ‘Yes Sir’ answered the Corporal, ‘is Flt Lt Brown 
here yet?’ Yes sir he is waiting’. ‘Send him in then’. 

Basil entered the Office, the Officer pointed to a chair, 
Basil took a seat, after a couple of minutes the man stopped 
reading and put the file down on the desk. ‘I’ve just been reading 
your course results, why didn’t you take up flying right from day 
one?’ I wanted to, but I was told my qualifications were more 
useful elsewhere, like accounting’. ‘Damn shame, apparently they 
say you are a “natural” flyer, did you know that?’ ‘As I told my 
Group Captain last evening in the mess, they told me nothing 
apart “from you have now passed that part, you will now move 
onto the next”, and that was that’. ‘Have you got your flying log 
with you?’ Basil passed it across the desk. Basil saw him raise his 
eyebrows, ‘one hundred and seventy five hours already on the 
Mosquito, what is it like to fly?’ absolutely wonderful, so much 
power for a relatively small aircraft, and so manoeuvrable’. ‘OK, 
Would you like to fly one regularly?’ ‘Would I? I most certainly 
would, is this in a combat role?’ ‘Not really, just a 
Communications job, glorified flying van driver!’ “The main 
thing is, it is a serious job, you will fly quite often back to 
Blighty, and other places that are held by British and Allied 
forces, if it can’t be sent by radio it has to go by plane, this 
include people as well? Did you know that there is one Mosquito 
painted in BOAC colours and unarmed?’ No I wasn’t aware of 
that’. ‘Well, that is Churchill’s personal aircraft that flies him all 
over the place, secret meetings in neutral countries, visits to the 
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troops etcetera’. There are more than that one, they are used on 
the “Ball bearing runs to Sweden and Switzerland, they can cart 
four passengers as well as freight. Ours are an RAF Version of 
the same thing, they can out run most things the Germans have, 
and they usually fly at very low level below the radar. ‘I would 
very much like that job’, joked Basil. ‘Sorry old chap, that is very 
much spoken for’. 

‘There are two pilots here at the moment on this job, but 
we feel that three is a better number, as fatigue can be a problem 
on the longer flights, we do have a spare experienced Navigator 
so that gets over that problem, report to Squadron Leader 
Thompson at Comms flight in building 31, he will sort you out’. 
Basil thanked him, and as he left he heard him say to the 
Corporal, ‘get Comms for me please’. 

Sqdn. Ldr. Thompson was a man about Basil’s age with several 
medal ribbons above his breast pocket, obviously a veteran flyer, 
Basil noticed he walked a little stiffly, obviously had been 
wounded at some time. ‘Hello, Brown isn’t it, saw you in the 
mess some months ago when I first came here, BB isn’t it?’ 
*“That’s what I prefer to be called’. ‘I’m Gerry, no formalities on 
my flight, you’ve Mosquito experience I hear?’ Basil showed him 
the Logbook. ‘Very good, all those hours in such a short time, 
how did you manage that?’ Basil explained that no one else was 
interested in flying “the Wooden Wonder”, and therefore with a 
local navigator for company they often flew several hours a day 
over the African countryside, like playing at being modern 
explorers. ‘Sounds fun, unfortunately I am still rather stiff from a 
packet I got from a German flyer, I got him though before I 
managed to fly home, gave me a gong for that, DFC, I spent 
several months in hospital, they put my leg back together but it is 
still not right yet, otherwise I would love to have a play at that 
sort of thing’. Basil Congratulated him on the award, and notice 
there were two more as well, DSO and DSC, must have been 
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some fighter pilot! “OK BB, we are all at home today, both of the 
“Mossies” are being serviced today, not just a daily inspection, 


There will be a cuppa in a few minutes, meanwhile tell me about 
your background’. ‘Then we will go and meet the gang. Basil 
gave him most of his personal background, leaving out the South 
African connection for the moment, but told him about his South 
African training course. They then went over to the crew room to 
meet the other aircrew members, Gerry introduced Basil to them 
and they ended up having a general natter about everything and 
nothing. Basil was introduced to the rest of the Aircrew, one in 
particular seemed very friendly to the “New Boy”, his name was 
Freddie Howard, he was a Fit Lt., the same rank as Basil. Then 
Thompson took him out to where the Aircraft were in a smallish 
hangar, There were ground crew men all over the two 
Mosquito’s, carrying out various service checks, and he noticed 
the wheels were off for tyre changes, and one propeller was also 
being changed. ‘We have to keep on top of things, we never 
know when we have an urgent flight to make, to wherever we are 
required’. Basil watched the mechanics at their work; they 
certainly appeared competent, and keen on their various tasks. 
Basil commented to Thompson about the colour of the aircraft, a 
sort of two-tone grey, ‘That is Sea colouring, you will do a lot of 
oversea flying’. Basil nodded in acknowledgement. The flight 
sergeant approached Thompson and saluted, one aircraft would 
be ready by subset, but there was a radio fault on the other, there 
was not a serviceable unit on the shelf but they hoped to have it 
fixed by late morning tomorrow, the radio in question had gone to 
the workshops for attention. 

They then returned to the crew room, ‘I‘Il leave you with 
the lads BB, and will talk more after dinner tonight’. Basil sat and 
chatted to the other aircrew members, and to Freddie in 
particular. Freddie remarked, ‘I remember seeing you playing 
tennis down at the Club, often with a nice looking brunette, what 
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happened to her, I haven’t seen her lately?’ Basil replied very 
much off the cuff, ‘Oh, she got promoted and was posted back to 
Blighty’. Freddie mused, ‘a “bun in the oven” more than likely, 
did she do a turn?’ Don’t ask me, we were just friends, played 
tennis, went for a meal occasionally, she had a husband stationed 
in Malta, He was posted back to West Drayton, and almost at the 
same time she got her second ring and was posted to Hendon I 
believe’. 

*‘ Are you married’ asked Freddie. ‘I am a widower, but I 
am engaged to a lady in Capetown, who I knew back in England, 
in fact I have known her all of my life, she is a little older than 
me’. How did that come about?’ Basil related the bare bones of 
his life, and Betty’s marriage to Gerald, and the fact that she was 
also titled. ‘She has two children by her first marriage, and we 
have a son who is almost a year old, and she tells me we are 
expecting another child’. How did you manage that, by remote 
control?’ Basil laughed, ‘not at all, I did my flying training in SA, 
and did my multi engine ticket near Capetown so I was “home” 
most weekends, and I had leave when I first got there’. 

The other crews explained what some of the tasks were 
that they had to perform, usually the local flights were done with 
a couple of Avro Ansons, and the Mosquito’s were kept to do 
some “local” flying as well as the special jobs, (a) to keep his 
flying hours up, and (b) to get to know the local topography, ‘I 
know there is a lot of sand around, and it does tend to all look the 
same, but you do have some recognition points, such as the 
pyramids, which you can see a long way off in daylight, and 
further East the Canal. And to the north you have the Nile Delta’. 
Basil said that it was fine by him, and so was teamed up with the 
“spare” navigator and set off to have a look at Egypt from the air, 
in one of the Avro Ansons. 

After about a week he and the navigator set off down 
towards an airfield near Suez (RAF Shallufa) with some urgent 
aircraft parts, and returned with two unexpected passengers, Two 
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quite high ranking Army Officers; with instructions to deliver 
them to Ismalia, which was towards the northern end of the 
Canal, and close to Lake Timsah. 


The Officers were quite chatty during the flight, one had 
been out in the Middle East war zone almost right from the start, 
and one had even served there for some time prior to 1939. 
Having deposited their passengers, Basil and his companion 
returned to Maadi to be greeted by Thompson. ‘How was the trip 
chaps? Didn’t expect passengers on the return trip, who were 
they?’ Basil gave details of both the passengers, from the 
manifest sheet. ‘Oh, I know him said Thompson, I met him back 
in Blighty, at a meeting at the Air Ministry, after we complained 
then the Ack Ack gunners were a little trigger happy, and 
damaged some of our fighter aircraft instead of the enemy’s!’ 

Later in the Mess, he met up with some of his ex 
colleagues from the Accounts section. They had a few beers 
together and there were some rather ribald comments about Basil 
& Wendy, and what their relationship was. Basil calmed the 
situation rapidly, telling them about his forthcoming second child 
with Betty. (He knew that he had done wrong really, but did not 
want them to know about it, he had after all tried to keep a clean 
sheet as far as Wendy was concerned, but should have stopped 
things before they got to the stage they got in the Sudan). 

For the next few months things were really rather quiet, 
on the Comms flight, he had been keeping his hours up on the 
Mosquito’s, but had not done a lot of “jobs” with either of them. 
Then early in 1944 Thompson called him in to the office, ‘I have 
a job for you tomorrow, you have initially to fly to Malta, what 
exactly you will be doing from there I am not sure, you will be 
taking the “Passenger” Mosquito, so obviously you have to move 
some people to and from. That is all I can tell you, as that is all I 
know’. 
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They left just as dawn was breaking; the flight to Malta 
was uneventful as they flew at about 500 feet above the waves of 
the Mediterranean Sea, they landed at Luga airfield and followed 
the instructions from the control tower, to the dispersal area 
allotted to them. They then reported to the Malta comms officer, 
a Squadron Leader Sykes. 


‘Good day gentlemen: he greeted them, I trust you had an 
uneventful trip?’ Basil nodded in affirmation, ‘yes it was very 
quiet, no other aircraft seen, friend or foe’. “Well done, this job I 
have for you is of the greatest importance, go to the Officers 
Mess just behind this building and get something to eat, be back 
here in an hour, OK’. Basil nodded, shook his hand and he and 
his navigator Johnny went out into the spring sunshine and into 
the Mess. An Hour later, washed, refreshed and fed they returned 
to the Comms office. There was now another man in the office 
with Sykes, Sykes introduced him, ‘this is Flt. Lt. Carson, he is 
with intelligence and will be briefing you on your assignment’. 
Carson signalled for the two men to follow him, when they had 
left the office, he spoke for the first time; ‘glad to meet you, this 
might be a little dangerous for you, but on the other hand it might 
not, it just depends what Jerry is up to when you get there’. Basil 
looked at Johnny his navigator, and pulled a face. 


Enemy coast ahead 


They entered a small building set apart from the others: it 
bore no name, just the number 46. Carson led them first through 
the outer door, and then another, and then led them along a 
passage, that turned right, and opened another door, and switched 
the single lamp on that hung from the ceiling. He closed the door 
and locked it, indicated that they were to sit down around a table, 
and then he unlocked a large safe and drew out a roll of paper. He 
then spoke quietly, ‘OK chaps, this what you are going to be up 
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to’. Basil remarked ‘it so quiet in here that it hurts!’ Carson 
smiled, ‘do you know what a Russian doll is?’ he said looking at 
Basil. ‘I do’ replied Basil. ‘Well, we are in what would be the 
smallest doll, this building comprises three boxes, and we are in 
the central one’. He sat down at the table, and unrolled the map, it 
was of Italy and part of the Balkans, there was a red line traced 
upon it, starting in Malta and continuing across the lower part of 
Italy which was now in Allied hands, across the Adriatic, and 
then turned North along the coast of Yugoslavia, and ended on a 
small hook of coastline roughly opposite Pescara in Italy. ‘That is 
to be your route, on that small hook of land the Partisans have 
built a small airstrip, that doesn’t look like an airstrip from the 
air!’ ‘Along this coast are a lot of salt flats, and they have made a 
strip from white stone that is local to the area and looks like a 
large salt pan from the air’. That should be interesting landing on 
that, especially if we sustain a puncture on landing, we won’t be 
going anywhere fast!’ Basil commented. ‘I am told on good 
authority that it a very good surface to land on’ Said Carson, 
‘anyhow to more detail, the nearest German troops are some 25 
miles inland, and this is to be a night flight, and they apparently 
have good runway lights’. He went on to outline the rest of the 
details, the passengers were to be four explosives experts from 
the Army, and they were to pick up and return to Malta four 
British agents who had been “‘in the field” for a considerable time 
and were considered “‘at risk” as they had lived amongst the 
Yugoslavs for too long a time. ‘You will report to the Met office 
at 4 pm tomorrow, for weather briefing, the forecast is good at the 
moment, but that can change in the Adriatic at this time of year’. 
‘Any questions, you will of course receive detailed maps as you 
board your aircraft’ looking at Johnny with a smile. Basil asked 
what time take-off was, and was told 6 pm. ‘What about crossing 
Allied held Italy?’ ‘Just remember to switch on you IFF system 
(IFF: - Identification - Friend or Foe) and turn it off when you 
clear the coastline, and the same on returning’. 


Hee 


‘Now I suggest you get some relaxation and rest up until 
tomorrow evening, I will see you then’. 

The two airmen spent the evening quietly in the Officers 
Mess, after dinner they had a couple of beers, (there was a ration 
of 2 bottles) and played cribbage with a couple of other officers. 
During the game Basil casually asked one of the other two (who 
was obviously not a flier) that his job was, he had replied that he 
was in charge of MT on the station. Basil then asked a very 
carefully worded question, did he know Bill Prentice? ‘Oh yes, he 
was on my staff until a few months ago, good man at his job, but 
a bit of a strange chap even so, why do you ask?’ Basil replied 
very carefully. ‘His wife was stationed at Maadi, she sometimes 
played tennis with me, and also did some running with the Admin 
Rugby team’. The officer replied thoughtfully, ‘I often felt he was 
worried about his wife being in the WAAF, as if he didn’t trust 
her’. Basil replied that he didn’t think he had any worries there, 
she seemed a very hard working girl to him. The subject ended 
there and the game resumed, but at 9-30 Basil said he was for 
bed, and both he and Johnny left the Mess. 

The next morning after they had taken breakfast, they 
cadged a lift into Valetta for a look round, one thing they 
discovered was an improvised Museum, where amongst other 
items was the remains of the last of the three Gloster Gladiator 
Biplane Fighter aircraft (this is still in existence today) named 
Faith, Hope and Charity. They were all that Malta had for air 
defence when the air attacks started in spring 1941. And they 
were saddened by the amount of destruction to homes and 
beautiful buildings in the Capital. After “thumbing” a lift back to 
Luqa, they went to the Mess for a midday meal, and whilst there 
enquired about an early tea as they were on flying duties, this was 
arranged, and after the meal both men went to their bunks for 
some rest. 

The Met briefing was quite short, and after their tea, 
Basil went to the dispersal where the Mosquito sat, and went 
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through his pre-flight checks, shortly afterwards Johnny arrived 
with Carson the intelligence officer. He told them that the 
baggage (plastic explosives) was already on board, and that they 
would be halted en route to the runway for the four passengers to 
board out of sight of prying eyes. This performance took only a 
couple of minutes and when they got the green light from the 
control Caravan they were off down the runway and were very 
quickly over the sea towards Sicily & Italy. They soon crossed 
the main body of Sicily passing over the Strait of Messina, and 
then across the bulk of the lower “leg” of Italy, and out over the 
Adriatic Sea. They kept an almost straight course towards the 
Yugoslav coastline, and then Johnny gave him a sharp change of 
course, and said ‘ETA (Estimated Time of Arrival) 12 minutes 
Skipper’. Basil lowered the nose slightly and started a gentle 
descent, after several minutes has elapsed he said ‘I can see two 
rows of lights very faintly ahead, I am going down now, and hope 
it is the right place’. Johnny replied *I am certain that is it, if my 
timing is correct’. Basil steepened the descent so that he could see 
the lights for as long as possible, ‘tell me when we are at 100 
feet’. ‘Now Skipper’ announced Johnny. Basil eased back the 
stick, and pulled back on the throttles, there was nothing to tell 
them visually where the ground was, as a light flashed past he cut 
the engines right back and tugged back on the stick, at that 
moment they touched down in a perfect 3 point landing, Basil 
braked as hard as he could and they slowed and stopped. 
Immediately a torch was shone indicating to go forward, and very 
soon to stop. Basil heard the hatch being opened and the aircraft 
rocked slightly as bodies went down the short steps, and then 
rocked again as people entered, and then the hatch slammed shut. 
The torch shone again indicating a circle, Basil gently 
tuned the Aircraft around, the Met report had said there would be 
no wind that night, ‘OK Johnny, I just hope there isn’t any wind, 
I don’t like trying to take off down wind’. He opened the throttles 
and warily moved forward rapidly and got the tail up quickly, he 
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needed only a small correction and he was running down the 
centre of the improvised runway, he could see the lamps getting 
less and less (‘if it doesn’t unstick’ he thought we are going to get 
wet!) suddenly the rumble of tyres ceased, and they were 
airborne! Undercarriage up! ‘Give me a course Johnny, lets go 
home’. After a few minutes, he switched the IFF back on, about 
two minutes later there were two large flashes off to starboard, 
‘Ack Ack’ said Johnny. Basil immediately slammed the throttles 
“through the gate” and pulled the stick back and left and climbed 
up away to port, there were two more flashes in the distance to 
starboard and below and then nothing more. He levelled out and 
Johnny gave him a revised course. ‘That was a bit too close for 
comfort, must have been a U-boat on the surface recharging it’s 
batteries, they tend to keep a lookout more for surface ships than 
aircraft, it must have been a bit of a shock when they heard us 
coming at a couple of hundred feet, unless they saw us arrive and 
were waiting, otherwise I suppose they would had not have had 
AA shells loaded. 

Soon they were at 5000 feet, and making good time, as 
they crossed the strait of Messina, Johnny sent a short coded 
message to Malta, with an ETA. As they approached the Island, 
suddenly Basil saw the runway lights come on, and a voice in his 
headphones on VHF said ‘Clear to land’ and he turned slightly to 
port and dropped swiftly onto the runway, as he stopped, the 
lights went out, and he then saw a truck ahead of him with a 
baton waving airman standing in the back he followed it they 
stopped at the same place as they had loaded the “cargo” and he 
heard the hatch open and felt the “cargo” unload, the hatch slam 
shut and the truck moved off and Basil followed it to the dispersal 
where he and Johnny boarded the truck, and it then stopped by 
building 46 where Carson was waiting for them. He led them 
again into the small room, and again locked the door. ‘Well gents 
how did it go?’ Basil smiled, ‘apart from being shot at by what 
we must presume was a U-boat that we reckon had seen us going 
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in and waited for our return, as it was firing AA shells, it all went 
very well indeed, and that runway is superb for a homebrew job!” 
‘Did you have any contact with the people on the ground?’ 
Carson asked. “No not a soul, they gave signals by torch as you 
told us, I don’t suppose we stood still for more than 5 minutes if 
that, all very efficiently done’. ‘Well it would be, they were all 
Brits there tonight, and they know exactly what is what, how to 
open the hatches etcetera. They don’t tell the locals when the 
flights are due, could be a rotten apple in the barrel, and we can’t 
risk that, but Jerry can look forward to some big bangs shortly!’ 
The de-briefing over they had a quick hot early breakfast and 
went to bed. 

However, Carson sent for them again at noon, ‘I have 
managed to retain your services for another 48 hours, we have an 
emergency job for you, this time you will be acting as an air 
Ambulance, here are the details’. “You will fly to Sicily ASAP, 
you will pick up a badly burned serviceman, and then hot foot it 
to Blighty, your aircraft is being readied as I speak, we have 
temporarily removed all but two seats, and made a makeshift cot. 
The weather forecast fortunately is good, and here are all the 
details you need, they know to top your tanks up in Sicily, and 
will be waiting for you estimated time on the ground is 15 
minutes maximum, OK’. Basil let out a long slow breath, ‘Yes 
OK, I just hope Jerry isn’t going to be around’ said Basil. Carson 
replied, ‘we have made a route for you that is about as safe as 
possible, so you will be landing in the West country, and then 
there will be a transfer by a proper air ambulance to East 
Grinstead’. ‘Surely we can have an escort once we are over the 
channel and land as near as possible to East Grinstead to save this 
poor chap the trauma of the transfer’. Carson paused for a 
moment. Johnny then broke into the conversation, having looked 
at this route you have given me’, and picking up a ruler from 
Carson’s desk he quickly re-plotted the route across the Bay of 
Biscay and then directly towards Sussex, ‘if we can pick up an 
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escort just off the French coast here, and then take this course we 
shall in fact travel less distance and have some fuel for a bit of 
manoeuvring if we need to’. ‘OK’ Carson said, I will contact the 
right people and see what we can arrange, if you write the co- 
ordinates down for me Johnny, where you want to meet the 
escort, we will not have to give them out over the air’. They all 
shook hands, and Basil and Johnny went off to freshen up and get 
their kit. 

The flight to Sicily was uneventful as the Allies had 
control of the air space here now. They watched as an almost 
mummified body on a stretcher was wheeled to the hatch in the 
belly of the Mosquito, carefully lifted in and then the hatch closed 
quietly. This done, Basil spoke to the medics on the intercom, and 
after being reassured that the patient was as secure as possible 
under the circumstances, they taxied out to the runway and lifted 
off as gently as possible. Basil asked Johnny to radio Malta and 
ask permission to re-fuel at Gibraltar as a precaution. Permission 
was granted, and they were told Gibraltar would be informed of 
their ETA. A quick stop for fuel, Coffee and a sandwich and they 
were off again. ‘OK Johnny, keep your eyes peeled for Bandits’ 
Basil muttered as the Mosquito sped across the Bay of Biscay, 
‘we are in hostile country here’. All at once Johnny said ‘Aircraft 
at 11 O’clock high, looks like transport of some kind’. Basil 
looked upwards ‘It’s a Trimotor, if he’s spotted us we could be in 
trouble, he will no doubt radio our position to his friends on the 
mainland’. Basil descended to 2000 feet; ‘I will try and make us a 
little less conspicuous, they may miss us, and again they could be 
on “Autopilot” and be down the back playing cards!’ After 
another 45 minutes Basil remarked to Johnny that the latter 
supposition appeared to be the case as no enemy aircraft had been 
seen, and he resumed his previous altitude. He heard Johnny 
mutter ‘Message’ in his ear, then after a couple of minutes gave 
Basil a course change. ‘They want us to rendezvous a bit further 
west due to present activity by Jerry, good job we picked up that 
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extra fuel’. Basil acknowledged, made the adjustment and 
continued to scan the sky. Far away to the East he could see the 
shadowy outline of the French coast, and as that fell away behind 
them he switched over to the VHF radio, about two minutes later 
a voice called “Oboe Nan Dog we have you in sight, maintain 
course for ten minutes, and then turn east to 075, Roger?’ ‘Roger, 
Wilco’ replied Basil. As they turned East, a voice said ‘G’day 
cobber have a good trip?’ Basil glanced to his left and there 
alongside him was a Hurricane fighter with a small Kangaroo 
painted just below the hood. ‘Very good thanks, how’s your day 
been?’ Very quiet, you’re our first job today’. It was now getting 
dusk, ‘keep the same course until I give you another change in 
about fifteen minutes’. Basil acknowledged, he could now see the 
Hurricanes exhaust flames, and then looking to his right he saw 
another, but a little further astern. ‘Turn Starboard 10’ said the 
Aussie voice. ‘Roger’ Basil replied as he took the new heading, 
‘altitude 1000’ said the voice again, Basil obeyed, ‘500 feet now’ 
said the voice. ‘Runway ahead, it’s all yours, see you in a few 
minutes’ Basil had already seen the runway lights ahead, 
suddenly he saw a green Very light burst over the airfield, he 
pulled back on the throttles and put the Mosquito down on the 
Grass airfield with barely a tremble; Good one Skipper’ said 
Johnny. 

As Basil gently braked to a halt a small truck appeared in 
front of him with an airman on the back waving the usual battery 
illuminated “wands”, shortly he signalled to stop and cut engines, 
first Basil spoke to the medics asking if they were clear of the 
hatch, ‘we don’t want you falling out when it opens’. An 
ambulance had been waiting, and within a couple of minutes the 
patient was on his way to hospital. 

Johnny and Basil then went for a debriefing, and then to 
the Officers mess for a meal. While they were eating a Group 
Captain came and sat at their table and said to them ‘that was a 
brilliant job today, really well organised, who was running the 
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show in Malta, ‘a chap by the name of Carson, some intelligence 
chappie’. ‘That figures’ said the Groupie, ‘if it’s the Carson I 
know it would be spit & polished down the finest detail’. ‘Sounds 
like the same chap, he had everything ready before he called us in 
this morning, maps weather the lot!’ ‘Strange chap; refused 
promotion so he could stay in the same job’. Then he continued, 
‘you have got a 72 hour pass because you have another job to do 
on the way back, so if either of you need transport to go 
anywhere go to the “SWO man” (Station Warrant Officer) and he 
will sort things out for you’ 

Johnny & Basil both thanked him, and Basil thought to 
himself ‘That’s the first time I have ever heard an officer refer to 
the dreaded “SWO man” that us usually an “other ranks” 
expression, how odd! 


202 


The next morning Basil, managed after a struggle to get 
through to Morton Hall, Julia answered the ‘phone, ‘Hello Julia, 
Basil here’, ‘where are you Basil?’ Julia replied, ‘I’m in Sussex at 
the moment, would it be possible to come up to visit? I have a 72- 
hour pass’. ‘Oh please do, Peter isn’t here at the moment, he is 
working for some department in the Ministry of Food, but you 
will be most welcome, any idea when you will arrive?’ 
‘Hopefully sometime this afternoon, I have to arrange transport 
first, but I will call you again before I leave, OK’. ‘Yes that will 
be fine, see you later on then’. 

Basil went to the SWO’s office, he was expecting him,’ I 
have managed to get you an Austin 8 from the motor pool sir, and 
also a road map, as there are no signposts as you well know, and 
do please wear your uniform sir. Also a list of depots where you 
may obtain petrol, there will be an emergency 2 gallon can in the 
back if you really get stuck’. Basil thanked him and went across 
to the MT section, there he saw the officer in charge, ‘you’re the 
chappie who flew that poor beggar in last night aren’t you’. “Yes 
that’s right, he was caught in a petrol fire, nothing to do with 
enemy action, some-one threw a match down after lighting a 
cigarette, and there was some petrol nearby and the fumes went 
up catching this poor unfortunate mechanic’. The MT officer 
replied ‘he was s flight sergeant, only been there a couple of 
days’. ‘A flight sergeant, said Basil ‘do you know his name?’ 
‘Hang on a minute, I’ll ask my corporal, he knew him well’. 
Corporal Joe Kennings bounded across the yard. ‘What was that 
flight sergeants name this chap flew in last night?’ ‘Flight 
sergeant Prentice’ he replied. Basil’s brain whirled, ‘not Bill 
Prentice?’ he asked. ‘The very man’ Kennings replied. ‘Is his 
wife’s name Wendy?’ ‘That is correct, why do you know him?’ 
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‘No, but Wendy was stationed at Maadi in Egypt when I was 
there earlier, we played tennis sometimes, then she was promoted 
and got posted to Blighty’, answered Basil truthfully. Basil's 
stomach churned, he didn’t know what to do, but he was here to 
collect a car, ‘I will ring her parents home when I get home 
tonight’. 

He sat in the car just inside the station main gate studying 
the map. He got out of the car and went into the guard room, he 
asked the Duty Corporal whereabouts they were on the map, after 
a few seconds he marked a cross on a road that lay between two 
villages, ‘that’s where we are approximately, if you are going to 
London turn left out of the gate and take that road sir’. Basil 
thanked him and set off in the direction the man had indicated. It 
was a slow journey for a start he didn’t know this part of England 
at all, so he had to refer to the map quite often, and also ask 
sometimes. When he got to London he picked up the “South 
Circular” and navigating by the sun headed North, as he got into 
Central London he still headed North until all of a sudden there 
was Hyde Park, or at least what used to be Hyde Park, at the 
moment it looked more like an enormous Army Depot, and there 
was “Marble Arch”, now he knew where he was, straight up the 
Roman Watling street and home. 

Julia greeted him at the door with a big hug and a peck on 
the cheek, then Sophie was there hugging, kissing, looking at him 
and kissing him again, ‘darling Basil; she cooed, ‘you look so 
well, have you eaten?’ ‘Not since Breakfast’. ‘Come on then, 
down to the Kitchen’. When they got to the kitchen he was 
greeted by Edith, more hugs and kisses, ‘please feed this man 
Edith, he must be famished, and a cup of tea for us, indicating 
Julia to sit down at the big kitchen table. ‘What are you doing 
here then Basil?’ ‘I am on a special communications flight as you 
know, we had one job to do, and then this emergency came up 
and we had to fly this badly burned man from Sicily to East 
Grinstead for treatment, and now I have found out that although I 
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have never met this chap, his wife was stationed at the same place 
as me, and we played tennis sometimes. I must try and see her 
before I return; she spoke a lot about her husband. 

In very short order the ladies and Basil were drinking tea, 
and then Edith put a huge plate of a wonderfully smelling stew in 
front of him. “Gosh Edith, that is the best food I have had in many 
a long year, it is even better than we had down at the Grand Hotel 
in Port Sudan, you certainly haven’t lost your touch in the 
kitchen!’ 

When he had eaten, Sophie said thank-you to Edith, and 
they went upstairs to the conservatory. ‘Now’ said Sophie, ‘what 
is the situation with you and Betty? Are you still good friends? 
‘No, we are engaged, we already have a son, John William, 

And very shortly another child is due, we didn’t tell it all to you 
because we didn’t want to worry you’ Sophie gasped loudly, 
‘Heavens above Basil, you are a bad boy!’ then grinning she said 
‘this is absolutely wonderful news, when are you getting 
married?’ ‘We decided to wait until the end of hostilities, so that 
if anyone from home wanted to come to the wedding they could’. 

He went on to describe what the estate was like, and how 
well he got on with her other two children. ‘You had better send 
me an invite young man, said Sophie, or you will really be in 
trouble!’ ‘Now I expect you could do with a soak in the tub’. She 
rang the bell and a now somewhat older Ivy came in, ‘please run 
a bath for Mr Basil straight away’. ‘Yes m’am certainly’. ‘Here, 
what’s this Mr Basil lark?’ he enquired after she has left the 
room. ‘Well you are an officer and a gentleman, and a guest in 
this house, therefore you are entitled to some respect’ said 
Sophie. ‘Yes, but I am only your late Butler & Housekeepers’ 
son, all the staff here were on the same level as me’. ‘Wrong, you 
were always considered to be a son of this house, you were 
brought up with Peter, you were in a way his peer, he always 
looked up to you because you found academics easier than he did, 
especially in Mathematics, and also in sport, so don’t feel that 
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you are inferior to the rest of the family, you are not, you are an 
equal in more ways than one. You have proved that by getting on 
with life after all the problems you have suffered, now go and 
take your bath, you are in the Green room’. 

Basil picked his flight bag up from the hall, and climbed 
wearily up the stairs, it had been a hectic thirty hours or so. When 
he got into his room there were some clothes on the bed with a 
note from Julia, ‘J thought you would like to get out of uniform 
for awhile, leave your clothes on the chair and they will be 
sorted out for you, Julia. 

After the relaxing bath Basil got dressed, Peter must have 
put on a little weight since he last saw him; his clothes were a bit 
loose on Basil. As he stood looking out of the window Sophie 
knocked and came in the room. ‘Is everything OK Basil, she 
smiled, Peter has got a little plump, do they fit OK?’ ‘They will 
be fine, I did notice that they were loose, and I was always bigger 
than Peter’. “Yes but you keep yourself fit I can see that, but Peter 
sits at a desk all day and is too tired to exercise properly’. Sophie 
stood next to Basil looking out of the window, “it’s a bit lonely 
now that John has gone, I still run the garden as best I can, I get a 
couple of German POW’s from the camp at the other end of the 
village to come two days a week, they are supposed to just do the 
vegetable garden, but one of them is a keen flower gardener and 
spends half his time helping me, and I will be honest with you 
Basil it is not just flower gardening we do in the greenhouse if 
you know what I mean’ winking at him with a smile. ‘Now who’s 
a naughty girl?’ Basil almost smirked at her. 

After they had tea (midday lunch and afternoon tea were 
the norm now, no evening dinner with rationing in force) Basil 
took a walk outside for a few minutes, then turned and walked to 
the gates and went down to Rose Cottage, he stood across the 
road looking at it and thinking wistfully about the past, then 
straightening up he walked back, ‘those days have gone forever, I 
don't think I could live there again, too many memories, and now 
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with a new family to think about thoughts of Gwenny would have 
to be put to one side now, what was gone was gone, and could 
never return’. 

‘There is some Scotch in the sideboard if you would like 
some’ Sophie said to Basil during the evening, Julia had gone 
upstairs to attend to the children. ‘I am not a Whisky person 
really I prefer a beer, but I’m not bothered, a cup of tea if one is 
available would be nice’. ‘OK, I will join you, I have given Ivy 
the evening off as she works such long hours, and so I will sally 
forth to the kitchen and make one’. 

Sophie returned 10 minutes later with a tray, on which 
was a pot of tea, milk, and two slices of cake. ‘Where did you 
manage to get cake from?’ Basil enquired. ‘That is “‘wartime 
cake”, from a recipe given by one of these wonderful ladies on 
the “wireless”, uses very little of our rationed stuff, but tastes 
wonderful’. She poured the tea, ‘sugar’ she enquired, ‘no thanks, 
I never have taken sugar in tea’ he replied. Sophie put the radio 
on, and they listened to the 9 o’clock news read by Alvar Lidell, 
there was not a lot different from the 6 o’clock bulletin, so Sophie 
tuned around for some music, and they played a couple of games 
of cribbage. Honours even, Sophie asked if Basil wanted a cup of 
Cocoa, he did, so she traipsed off to the kitchen once more and 
returned with 3 steaming cups on a tray. ‘Would you carry them 
upstairs for me please, I have made one for Julia as well’, Basil 
did as he was bid and Sophie knocked on Julia’s door and handed 
a cup to her, then taking one of the others she gave Basil a peck 
on the cheek and bade him goodnight. 

While he drank his Cocoa, Basil read a few more pages of 
“The Seven Pillars of Wisdom” by T.E. Lawrence, (“Lawrence of 
Arabia”) which he found a most interesting book, and had been 
reading when he had time, for several weeks. Cocoa finished, he 
put the book away and put on his pyjamas and got into bed, his 
first thought was how nice this bed was compared with the beds 
found in Officers quarters around the world. Sleep came easily 
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that night, he woke to a call of nature and saw by his watch it was 
4 am, returning to bed he snuggled down again under the covers 
then felt a movement as someone got into the opposite side of the 
bed, he heard a very quiet “shush” and realised that Sophie was 
now in bed with him, ‘I heard you go to the bathroom, so I 
decided to keep you company for a while, you don’t mind do 
you? After all Betty is thousands of miles away, and my John is 
up above with the Angels’. ‘It all depends what you had in mind!’ 
Sophie put her arm across and pulled Basil towards her, as he 
touched her he realised she was stark naked! She kissed him 
passionately; Basil was desperately trying to work out how old 
she was; Peter was the same age as himself so if she had been 20 
years old when Peter was born she would be around 52! Not as 
old as Alice was that night in Cape Town. He felt himself getting 
aroused and started to caress Sophie’s still silky smooth skin, 
running his hands over her back until he made her gasp; he now 
knew the sensitive spot and he worked on it for several minutes, 
then he worked on her breasts until she was gasping ‘Now! Basil 
Now!’ But he played on gently teasing her until he himself 
wanted and could wait no more, she rolled on her back and they 
entered paradise together. 

A while later she whispered ‘I wish we had done that 10 years 
ago, that the most stimulating lovemaking I have ever 
experienced, you are so well made, in fact I would say perfect in 
every way especially your technique it was wonderful’. Around 
5-30 am she whispered ‘can I have you again please Basil?’ ‘If 
you want to help yourself? Basil replied. Sophie slowly took of 
his jacket and now he was naked too, she caressed his taut 
muscular body with both hands and slowly worked her hands 
downwards. She gently grasped his slowly arousing manhood, 
and caressed and stroked until it was ready for work, then she 
gently straddled his body and she loved him very gently for 
almost half an hour until they were both spent. As she laid at his 
side still breathing hard from her exertions, she said ‘we don’t go 
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that far in the greenhouse, we only use our hands on each other, 
tonight is the first intercourse I’ve had for about 15 years, John 
became impotent at the end of the 1920’s so I had to do it for 
myself, I could never commit adultery although there were 
opportunities aplenty. If you and Betty had actually been married 
I would not have done that this morning, do let me come again 
tonight and love you’. Basil whispered back to her, ‘ I agree with 
all you have said, and yes I would love you to come and spend 
the whole night if you wish, we don’t have to be greedy do we?’ 
Sophie kissed him gently but firmly and slipped out of the bed 
putting on her dressing gown and slippers and quietly shut the 
door. 

Later after Breakfast Basil decided to have a walk around 
the house and grounds, he had walked about halfway to the lake 
when Julia appeared a little breathless from his left, obviously 
intent on catching him. ‘Hello Julia’, he greeted her. ‘Basil 
Brown, I’m disgusted with you!’ Why what have I done?’ ‘Early 
this morning I came into your room for a bit of fun: and there you 
are shagging the arse off of that old woman, when you could have 
had me all night much younger and prettier’. ‘That is rather 
coarse language for a lady in your position’. “OK then, let me 
rephrase that, I came to get laid!’ ‘Sounds to me as though you 
have been keeping our American Cousins company!' Julia 
blushed scarlet to the roots of her hair, ‘what do you mean by 
that?’ ‘Getting laid is an American expression?’ ‘With that Basil 
turned and carried on walking towards the lake. At lunchtime 
there was only Sophie and Basil, Julia was not present although a 
place was laid for her. ‘Where’s Julia?’ Basil asked. ‘I have no 
idea, she came into the drawing room earlier and gave me a 
scathing look stamped out and slammed the door’ Sophie replied. 
‘I think I can tell you what is wrong, the bottom line is, she 
caught us at it this morning!’ ‘Oh, that’s not good news’. ‘I 
wouldn’t worry about it if I was you, she dare not tell Peter, or he 
will want to know what she was doing in my room at 4-30 in the 
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morning. Also I told her off for using coarse language, so she said 
it again differently using the American expression “I came to get 
laid”, when I said it sounded as though she had been keeping 
company with our American Cousins, she blushed scarlet, so I 
just walked away’. 

‘Well, that is a funny thing, I had noticed one or two 
strange expressions creeping into her vocabulary of late, you 
could be correct in your assumption, never mind that is Peter and 
Julia’s problem not ours’. After they had eaten, Sophie asked 
Basil if he would like to go for a ride, ‘I took up riding again a 
couple of years ago, and we still have some decent horses’. Basil 
jumped at the chance ‘yes please, I haven’t ridden for a couple of 
years, the horses at the “El-Giza Club had got too old and had to 
be put down, one of my first tasks when Betty and I get married, 
will be to build some stables and buy some good horses’. They 
did not put on proper riding gear, just a strong jacket and a riding 
hat. ‘I’m afraid I have to look after the horses most of the time, 
we have another prisoner Hans who was a blacksmith in 
Germany, who comes once a week and checks them out, and 
takes them down to Bennings if they need shoeing, and one of the 
farmhands daughters comes in and grooms them most afternoons 
after school and she usually rides them all out for an hour or so at 
weekends to keep them in reasonable shape’. They went to the 
Tack room and collected a saddle and bridle each and then to the 
loose boxes to collect the horses, Sophie gave Basil a large black 
mare, and she took a lovely chestnut Gelding. After saddling up 
they walked the horses across the home paddocks and out into the 
park, this half was still pasture, but Basil noticed on his arrival 
that the other half had been ploughed. They chatted about times 
past, Basil told her it was OK to mention Gwenny, the hurt had 
finally gone away, and was now just a distant memory. As they 
reached the ‘Pury road and turned left along it, Sophie said 
‘where was that pond you wrote about, I had always presumed 
that it was the lake you were writing about, but then realised the 
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description was all wrong for that’. Basil told her that if they 
carried on in the direction they were going, they would come to it 
shortly. Soon Basil led the way off of the road through a gate, ‘ I 
have never come to it this way, but I am sure I will be able to find 
it’. They encountered some difficulty of passage, as due to the 
wartime conditions the Ministry of Agriculture had ploughed 
much of the derelict farmland, and they often had to walk the 
horses carefully along the “headlands” around the edges of the 
fields. Suddenly Basil pointed ahead, ‘I think that is it over 
there!’ and started to canter along a track made by a tractor on 
“caterpillar tracks”, Sophie urged her mount on to keep up with 
him. Basil had now stopped, and was looking around, ‘this is it, 
but they have grubbed out all the trees and bushes that were 
around it on this side’, Sophie dismounted and tied her mount to a 
fence and walked towards the waters edge and Basil joined her. 
‘So this is where you and Gwenny had your love nest, and as I 
understand it where she seduced you?’ Basil smiled at Sophie, ‘I 
often wondered if she told you or not, now I know’. ‘No not 
quite, actually it came up in conversation with Betty the day she 
got engaged, she mentioned something that Gwenny had 
suggested to her, that as she was a virgin she had better get some 
horse riding in to make it easier on the first night! And I 
commented that I reckoned that you and Gwenny were at it all the 
time, Betty confirmed that by what Gwenny had told her, and that 
she had seduced you and not the other way round’. Basil laughed 
heartily, ‘just wait until I see Betty again, giving away my secrets 
like that’. They were leaning against the fence as Basil was 
pointing out various places on the opposite bank where the Foxes 
came down, and where the Doe and her Fawns had appeared from 
over the years when suddenly Sophie took Basil’s face in her 
hands and gave him a long passionate kiss, then she looked all 
around and said ‘talking about the past has made me want you 
NOW! ‘What, here in the open?’ ’And why not, there is nobody 
in sight’ and she put her hand on his groin gently rubbing it. 
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Basil’s response was immediate, he caressed her breasts and very 
soon his manhood was hard in her hand. She turned away from 
him leaning forward onto the fence she lifted her skirt and pulled 
him to her, and entered his manhood into her. They were soon 
both spent and it was all over very quickly. ‘I’ve never done it 
that way before, John was not a very adventurous man, 
missionary position or nothing was his forte’. ‘You have never 
tried it the back of a Morris 8 then?’ ‘No but we could have a go, 
yours is still in the Motor house!’ Basil wished he had not 
mentioned it! 

Sophie and Basil made their way back to Morton Hall, 
once back in the Park they cantered the horses all the way back to 
the home paddocks then walked them to the Stable yard, where 
they unsaddled them and gave them a good rub down and then 
fed and watered them, Sophie left a note in the Tack room for the 
girl and they returned to the house. As they returned through the 
back entrance, Ivy was just about to go down to the kitchen, 
‘would you like tea M’am’ she enquired: ‘yes please in the 
lounge, have you seen Miss Julia?’ ‘I understand she went out 
before lunch, she left me a note asking if I would meet the 
children from school’. Sophie glanced at her wristwatch, ‘leave 
the tea for a moment, Mr Basil and I will collect the children, so 
make it for normal tea-time’. ‘Very well M’am’ and carried on 
down the stairs. ‘We will freshen up and then go to the School, 
Basil, I’ll see you in the foyer in ten minutes’. 

They arrived at the school at 3.55 and passed the time of 
day with some other parents, then out of the school they erupted, 
Arthur and Josie ran straight to Sophie, giving Basil a strange 
look, ‘this Uncle Basil, he is staying for a few days’. Jamie took 
Basil’s hand and Josie took Sophie’s and the all walked back to 
the Hall. They sat down to tea, and then Sophie took them to their 
part of the house, where Sophie found Julia sobbing. Sophie 
asked what was wrong. ‘I was very nasty to Basil this morning, 
when I should have kept my big mouth shut’. ‘I know all about it, 


212 


Basil told me what was said, OK, we are both rather frustrated at 
the moment, at least you see Peter when he can get home, that 
was my first time in about 15 years’. ‘But Peter isn’t interested 
when he does come home, I suspect he has some floosie in his 
office’ she wailed. ‘Is that why you are consorting with some of 
these Americans?’ Sophie asked. ‘I am only friends with them 
nothing more, I am not into lovemaking if that’s what you’re 
thinking’. ‘Well it does look that way, the way some girls are 
behaving, getting pregnant and getting venereal diseases as well’. 
Sophie then said firmly, ‘you will have to talk seriously to Peter, 
and drop these American phrases also, perhaps he thinks the same 
thing, that you are putting it about!’ 

When she returned to Basil in the Drawing room she told 
him what had been said between her and Julia, ‘I am concerned 
about her behaviour, if she gets pregnant by one of these coloured 
Airmen there will be no hiding it will there?’ ‘Absolutely not’ 
replied Basil. ‘May I use the phone for a few minutes?’ of course, 
help yourself I will go and have a look at the horses’. 

Basil got out his address book, found Wendy’s parents 
address and phone number, dialled the operator, asked for trunks 
and gave the new operator the number, after about a minute a 
female voice said ‘hello who is calling’, ‘is it possible to speak to 
Wendy Prentice please?’ ‘I’m afraid she is not here at the 
moment, may I help you?’ ‘This is Basil Brown here, I wanted to 
enquire how Bill is’, ‘oh, hello Basil, I know all about you, 
Wendy told me, how do you know about Bill?’ ‘I was the pilot 
who flew him back to England from Sicily’. ‘No! Well I never, 
what a co-incidence, I didn’t know at the time, but when I went to 
get a car from the MT section one of the corporals there knew 
him, name of Joe Kennings’, ‘Oh yes a very nice young man, has 
been here several times with his wife; my names Lottie by the 
way Basil, they don’t hold out too much hope for Bill, a problem 
with his lungs as well as his external burns’. ‘Oh I am so sorry, 
Wendy and I were such good friends at Maadi’, ‘a bit more than 
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that I think, Wendy and I are more sisters than mother and 
daughter, I know everything about your affair, the things you 
taught her and through her taught me also, and the little boy you 
made together is really delightful, thank you for everything you 
did for both of us, my love life is the best it has ever been’. 
‘Now you are embarrassing me’ Basil stammered. ‘If you ever 
come to visit I will make sure no one is at home for that night, I 
have seen the photo’s that Wendy has of you, and I can 
understand the way she felt for you’. ‘Is Wendy staying at East 
Grinstead? I have to go back tomorrow to the Airfield, and 
thought I might go and see how Bill is’. ‘She is staying with a 
friend not too far from the Hospital, they are on the telephone, 
would you like her number?’ Basil took down the number and 
thanked Lottie for her help and rang off. 

Again he had to ask for the trunk operator, and had to wait 
several minutes for a connection, at last he got through, ‘hello, 
may I speak to Mrs Prentice please’. ‘Hello Basil darling, I 
recognised your voice straight away, where are you?’ I’m at 
Morton Hall at the moment, but will be back at the airfield near 
you tomorrow afternoon, and thought I would call and see how 
Bill was’. ‘I’m a bit puzzled, how do you know about Bill and 
how did you get this number?’ ‘Sorry I should have said, I flew 
Bill in from Sicily, and tonight I have spoken with your lecherous 
mother on the phone, and she gave me this number’. Despite her 
problems, he could hear Wendy giggling, ‘lecherous, she is now; 
ever since I confided in her about us and your lovemaking, I had 
to play your part, a bit strange doing it on your own mother, but 
since then when Dad is not on duty they go to bed early and 
really rattle the springs, and then she tells me next day what they 
were up to!’ “Yes she said you were more sisters than Mother and 
Daughter, but apart from that how is Bill’. 

‘Bill is in very poor shape, the prognosis is very, very 
poor, his lungs are very badly scorched they think he had inhaled 
some of the fumes before the fire and therefore actually had a 
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flash fire in them for a brief period of time, it is more or less how 
long they can keep him alive. I shall be at the hospital at around 
10 am until they throw me out’. ‘OK then I will see you 
sometime in the afternoon, keep your chin up, sleep tight’ 
‘goodnight my darling’ mumbled Wendy through her tears. 

As Basil put the phone down Julia came into the Room, 
she sat opposite Basil and looked ruefully at him, ‘I am sorry 
about this morning, I should not have said those things, I expect 
Sophie has told you we had a long talk, and I realise my 
friendship with the American forces is not a wise thing, she told 
me for a start to lose the Americanisms I use, because Peter might 
think I was getting laid, there I’ve said it again, by some Yank, 
the same as I thought he had some “bit of skirt” in his office that 
he was going to bed with, there are a lot of women who’s men are 
away fighting and miss the lovemaking’. Basil thought for a 
moment, ‘I am sure that Peter is not having it off with some 
office tart, he is more prudent than that, it may be that he really is 
too tired, next time he comes home suggest he has a bath, and 
then you get in with him, it does wonders for the libido!’ ‘I will 
remember that’. And no more invading bedrooms in the middle 
of the night, you are still of childbearing age, and I only ride 
Bareback!’ 

About 9 0’clock Sophie said to Basil that she was going to 
have a last look at the horses, and was he coming with her, Basil 
agreed and wearing heavy coats they went out to the stable yard, 
and checked on the horses. Then she took a key from her pocket 
and unlocked the coach house, they went inside and she locked 
the door behind them. Walking over to one of the sheeted cars 
she lifted the sheet to reveal Basils little Morris saloon. “Come on 
then Basil, show me how it’s done’. He looked at her smiling 
face, opened the passenger side door and folded the passenger 
seat forward until it vanished under the dash. He motioned 
Sophie to get in the back seat and he followed her in and closed 
the door. Sophie was all hands, undoing his coat and trousers and 
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caressing him with passion, Basil responded in like fashion, she 
had obviously planned it as she was wearing no underwear, and 
was even at that stage in the proceedings ready for him. ‘What 
next, how do we do it?’ Basil stretched out his legs where the 
now folded passenger had been and told her to climb on with her 
knees on the back seat, she needed no second bidding and the 
union was made, as on the night previous, she took her time 
making love gently and carefully until she suddenly started to 
move faster and with a shout reached a climax, Basil following a 
few seconds later. ‘My word’ she gasped, ‘they should have one 
of these in every bedroom, that was a whopping climax. ‘Basil 
commented to her, ‘when you are on top you are in charge, it is 
up to you how good you make it’. 

Twenty minutes later they were drinking their Cocoa in 
Basils bedroom. Basil was reading his book, and Sophie was 
looking through a very thin wartime copy of “Women’s Weekly” 
magazine: Sophie made a wry comment, ‘I often wonder if these 
men who write articles for Women’s magazines and keep cats are 
somewhat effeminate or even maybe have a male partner’. Basil 
replied ‘No comment’. 

Sophie enjoyed a complete night of lovemaking with 
Basil; about 4 am Basil told Sophie that he needed to get some 
sleep, as he had to drive down to Sussex in the morning. ‘I will 
go to my room now; I need to get some sleep also. I will call you 
for breakfast at 8 o’clock. But Basil was awake at 7, went and 
had a soak for 20 minutes and then dried himself shaved and got 
dressed, he put on his neatly laundered and ironed underwear and 
shirt and clean socks, his uniform had been expertly sponged and 
pressed and looked almost new, even his tie had been pressed. 

‘Gosh you look smart’ remarked Julia. ‘Who pressed my 
uniform, it is really top notch’. Julia looked rather sheepish, ‘do 
you really want to know?’ ‘Why’ said Basil, ‘who did it?’ ‘One 
of our rather useful POW’s used to be a German Generals 
Batman’. Basil looked in his wallet and pulled out a 10 shilling 
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note, please give him this, I suppose they are allowed to have 
tips?’ ‘Officially no, but nobody takes any notice of the rule, we 
always pay ours, and Sophie pays one of them in kind as well, 
I’ve seen them at it in the greenhouse rubbing each other off’. 
“Yes I know about that too, she told me!’ 

Goodbyes were rather tearful, both women telling him to 
be careful, and not to get lost on the way back to Sussex, lots of 
hugs and kisses, and then both Ivy and Edith appeared as he sat in 
the car and both wanted a hug and a kiss, but at last he was on his 
way. He stopped at military fuel Depot near Dunstable and filled 
up with petrol, and then carried on straight to London, aimed 
directly at the sun until he cleared the city, and then recognised a 
small town he had passed through on the way up, and apart from 
turning round once when he went down a dead end he had an 
uneventful journey, he made directly for East Grinstead, and had 
just to ask for directions to the Queen Victoria Hospital and he 
was there. 

Entering the main building he asked for the ward number 
Wendy had given him, he was given directions, and he knocked 
on the ward Sister’s office door, and was asked to enter, ‘I am 
looking for Flt Sgt. Bill Prentice’, The Sister looked at him, ‘are 
you a relative?’ ‘No, but I arranged to meet Mrs Wendy Prentice 
here today’. ‘And you are?’ ‘Flt Lt. Brown’. ‘Oh yes sir, you are 
on the list of visitors, he is in the fourth bed on the left’. Basil 
thanked her and walked in through the ward swing doors, he 
recognised Wendy’s back view as soon as he walked in, he 
touched her on the shoulder, she turned a sad face up to him and 
then leapt to her feet, threw her arms around his neck and sobbed, 
‘Iam glad you are here with me, he will not last the hour they 
have just told me, sit here beside me please’. Basil sat down and 
looked at the pitiful bundle lying on the bed, still looking like an 
Egyptian mummy. Wendy gripped Basil’s hand like a vice, *how 
come you brought Bill back to Blighty?’ We had been on a secret 
mission to help the underground forces, and we worked out of 
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Malta, ‘we were almost on the point of leaving for Maadi when 
we were called in by the same officer who had arranged the 
previous job, we flew to Sicily and collected Bill, and then picked 
up an escort off of the French coat to here, simple as that, just a 
routine flying job’. ‘When do you fly back?’ 'Tomorrow at the 
moment unless anything else crops up’. Wendy looked wistfully 
at him, ‘ I do wish you could stay, how are things with Betty?’ 
Basil thought for a moment, ‘how long since you had a letter 
from me?’ ‘At least six months’. ‘So you don’t know that we are 
having another child?’ ‘NO! Gosh you are good at making 
babies’. 

At that moment a nurse came and stood by the bed to take 
Bill’s pulse, she looked at Wendy and said ‘I am sorry Mrs 
Prentice, he has gone!’ Wendy nodded, and turned and buried her 
head against Basil’s neck, not crying just holding on to him 
tightly. Shortly after the Sister came and stood by the bed, Basil 
touched Wendy gently and she looked up, ‘would you like to 
come to my office please’ the Sister said gently, Wendy nodded, 
and still holding Basil’s hand walked out of the ward where her 
dead husband lay. 

‘There will be no need for a post mortem, we shall 
arrange every thing for you, please arrange with your local 
church for the funeral and inform us as soon as possible’. Wendy 
nodded like an automaton, Looking at Basil, the sister said ‘can 
you take Mrs Prentice home’ Basil replied ‘if I cannot I will 
arrange something to get her back to her home’. 

“Where are you staying, and will there be anybody there 
now?’ Wendy said yes there was someone there, and said she 
would direct him to where they had to go. After dropping Wendy 
off and passing her into the care of her friend Joan, he promised 
to return that evening. 

Returning to the Airfield he immediately went to the 
flight control office, as soon as he walked he spotted Johnny in an 
earnest conversation with the senior engineering officer, Basil 


218 


walked over to them, ‘bad news Skipper, said J ohnny, we are 
waiting for a part from De Havilland, and as our kite is a special 
it doesn’t come off of the shelf. ‘So when can we expect it?’ The 
engineering officer shrugged his shoulders, ‘two maybe three 
days’ ‘has any one informed the powers that be?’ Basil queried. 
He was informed that they had been informed and were none too 
pleased about it. Basil went directly to station headquarters, and 
was lucky to be shown into to the Group Captains office, ‘Hello 
young man how was your break?’ ‘Very good Sir thank you’. 
‘What can I do for you, I understand that your kite is U/S at the 
present time’. Basil told him of the situation with Bill, and that 
Wendy had to get home and was in no state to travel alone, and 
was it possible to have another 48 hour pass and use of a car to 
get her home to Essex, as he had nothing to do but sit around for 
two days it would save an official car and driver. I see no reason 
why not, as you say you have nothing better to do for a couple of 
days why not’. He picked up the phone spoke a few short 
sentences and put it down again, ‘no problem, they want the 
Austin Back, but you will get a Hillman Minx instead, much 
more comfortable, one tip though, try not to get in the situation of 
reversing down a slope, the brakes work superbly forwards, but 
not too good backwards’. ‘I'll try to remember that sir’. ‘OK then 
off you go’. Basil paused, ‘one thing before I go, you are the first 
officer I have ever heard make reference to the “SWOman”!’ The 
Groupie burst out laughing, ‘I was a “Brat” (boy entrant) at 
Haltom when I first joined up, and the SWOman was the man to 
be feared!’ Basil joined in the laughter as he left. 

Basil drove to the home of Wendy’s friend, She opened 
the door to him, ‘do come in, Wendy is having a lie down at 
present, would you care for some tea?’ ‘Thank you very much, if 
you can spare your rations’. He and Joan chatted informally as 
they ate, ‘how did you and Wendy meet, you are obviously not a 
motor engineer with those wings on your uniform?’ Basil 
explained that they were both stationed at Maadi, and that she 


219 


was an officer too, and that she had looked after his welfare when 
he was taken ill upon the death of his parents, he of course 
explained in simple terms, not mentioning the other side of their 
relationship. Joan was quite impressed, ‘I will go and see if she is 
awake and would like some tea’. 

Wendy appeared a few minutes later ‘sorry I was asleep 
when you came, but I was totally whacked, and then bent forward 
and gave him a swift kiss on the forehead. Joan appeared carrying 
a tray with some food and the usual *’cuppa’. 

Basil spoke quietly, ‘ I have managed to get an extra 48 
hour pass as our aircraft is unserviceable at present, so I can take 
you home tomorrow, and if it is possible for your parents to put 
me up for the night, I will return the next day’. ‘That should be no 
trouble’ Wendy replied ‘thank you so much for what you have 
done for me’. ‘It is nothing compared with what you did for me, 
when you took care of me in the Sudan’ replied Basil. ‘What time 
will you come for me, Wendy asked, ‘Would 9-30 be OK?’ That 
would be fine because of the wartime traffic and travel 
restrictions it can be somewhat difficult’. 


“Lecherous Lottie” 


They set off next morning for Wendy’s parents’ home, the 
journey was very difficult at times, there were sometimes long 
convoys of military traffic; and they were directed to pull over to 
one side out of the way, eventually Basil turned into a side road 
and got out the map for the umpteenth time, went into a small 
shop and asked where they were. The old but very obliging 
shopkeeper showed Basil where they were, and suggested a route 
around the back lanes to almost where he was heading, having 
marked the map, he returned to the car, they had a drink from the 
flask of tea that Basil had provided from the Officers Mess and 
continued on. The new route proved to be a winner, and about 90 
minutes later the arrived at their destination. As Basil pulled into 
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the short drive in front of the large 1920’s property, a tall angular 
woman appeared out of the front door carrying a child, ‘My child’ 
Basil realised. As Wendy and Basil alighted she rushed across 
and threw her free arm around Wendy, and then Basil. ‘Come on 
in my darlings she cooed, did you have a good journey?’ Wendy 
replied ‘not so bad, a lot of Military traffic about though so Basil 
drove the pretty way, around the country lanes’. 

Lottie smiled warmly at Basil, which made him feel most 
uncomfortable, ‘I managed to talk the butcher into a bit of extra 
meat this morning, so I have made a nice stew with some 
vegetables off of Daddy’s allotment, and managed enough flour 
for one dumpling each!’ They ate in comparative silence, Basil 
feeling most uncomfortable with the sly glances Lottie kept 
giving him, he began to wish that he had set out earlier, enabling 
him to return that afternoon, but driving on masked headlights 
around the lanes would be no fun! 

After the rather tasty lunch, Wendy suggested to Basil that 
they went for a walk for about an hour, ‘we don’t have to gallop, 
just a gentle saunter across the fields’. Basil agreed, feeling that 
the pressure of Lottie’s leering was getting to him somewhat. 
When they had moved out of earshot of the house Wendy asked 
Basil what was wrong, as he seemed very much on edge. ‘My 
problem is leering Lottie! I could feel her eyes undressing me as 
we ate our meal’. ‘I did notice said Wendy, but you will have me 
to protect you tonight, and in any case unless there is an air raid 
my father is off duty tonight’. ‘How do you mean protect me 
tonight? Queried Basil. You have not been upstairs yet; you will 
be sleeping in the 2" spare bedroom, which means she would 
have to pass through my room to get to yours’. ‘Which means he 
replied that I will have to pass through your room to get to the 
Bathroom?’ ‘Nope! When Daddy had the extension done, they 
made a new bathroom in there also, so I would have to pass 
through YOUR bedroom!’ ‘That’s the same difference isn’t it? ‘I 
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promise you I will behave like a lady tonight, and keep my hands 
off of you, it’s College Rag week anyway. 

They carried on walking in silence for a while, and when 
they were out of sight of the house Wendy slipped her hand into 
Basils’ and squeezed it firmly, ‘it is wonderful to be here with 
you’. ‘Lottie thanked me for her Grandson, Basil remarked, I was 
rather embarrassed really, after all most mothers would have 
killed me for getting their Daughter “up the Duff!’ ‘Yes but I 
told her what Bill did, and she said she believed that he was 
frightened of the responsibility of a child, but he accepted that the 
baby was his and he will never know otherwise now’. 

When they returned to the house Wendy’s father had 
returned from his office, he greeted them both warmly, expressed 
his condolences to Wendy, and she went off to find Lottie. ‘Nice 
to make your acquaintance Basil, I’m Reggie by the way; Wendy 
doesn’t know that I know, but thanks for that lovely grandson of 
ours. Lottie phoned to say you had both arrived and I managed to 
make a reasonable excuse to get away early so we could all spend 
an evening together, I gather you have to go back in the 
morning’. ‘Yes, hopefully our aircraft will have been repaired 
when I return and we can get back to our duties’. ‘Did you get 
shot-up coming over then?’ Reggie asked Basil. ‘Oh nothing like 
that, the Mosquito I fly is a specially adapted version that can 
carry people, and is unarmed, and can usually out-fly anything 
Jerry can put up against us, but a small part broke that is not 
standard, so they have to make one specially’. 

They spent a very pleasant evening together, played a few 
hands of cards, finished with the traditional cup of Cocoa and a 
thin slice of “Wartime cake” and they all trooped upstairs to bed. 
As Basil was getting ready for bed Wendy knocked on his door, 
‘mind if I go through to the Bathroom?’ ‘Of course not, you only 
wanted to catch me with my trousers down didn’t you?’ ‘Now 
then, I’m not “lecherous Lottie” am I’ she whispered. 
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True to her word Wendy made no advances towards him, 
and he slept soundly right through the night, awaking refreshed 
and ready to go, after a quick bath and shave he dressed and went 
downstairs, he noticed that Wendy was still sleeping soundly as 
he passed through her room. In the dining room Lottie stood 
looking out of the window, she turned as he entered, ‘I can only 
offer you Porridge and toast with home made jam for breakfast’. 
That would be lovely thank you’. 

Then Lottie enquired; ‘was Wendy up when you came 
through?’ ‘No, she was sound asleep’. Then Lottie called from 
the kitchen ‘could you open this jar for me please’. Basil went 
through and Lottie handed a re-used pickle jar labelled 
Blackberry jam, it opened very easily and he handed it back to 
her. Lottie put it down on the counter and then spun round and 
grabbed Basil and gave him a kiss full on the lips, Basil pushed 
her gently away, “please don’t spoil things, I understand that your 
love life has never been as good since Wendy gave you some 
advice so don’t please let us do something we might regret 
especially if we got caught’. 'I suppose you are right, sighed 
Lottie, but it would have been nice to experience what my 
daughter has told me about’. 

Wendy appeared about 10 minutes later, Basil was just 
tackling the porridge; she gave him a quick kiss on the forehead 
and went to fetch some for herself. When breakfast was over 
Lottie asked Basil what time he was leaving, he said that he was 
thought about 10 am, Lottie asked if he would like her to fill his 
flask with tea, Basil thanked her for her kindness. Wendy got up 
from the table, ‘leave the washing up Mum, Basil and I will walk 
down to the shop and then I will do it when he has gone’. 

Wendy led Basil by the hand out of the drive and turned 
towards the local shop. ‘I heard “lecherous Lottie” trying it on 
with you, I only pretended to be asleep when you went through 
and in fact had had a strip wash in the other bathroom when you 
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were having your bath! I was being your Guardian Angel and I 
was in the hall all the time!’ 

Basil arrived back in good time having tagged onto the 
end of a quite fast moving convoy for part of the way; he 
managed to get a late lunch and then went in search of Johnny. 
He arrived at the service hangar just a their Mosquito was being 
towed out onto the grass. ‘All ready for you sir said the Fitter I]; 
just needs refuelling now’. Basil headed for the flight office; 
Johnny was in there with the duty officer. ‘All ready to go 
Skipper, Malta wants us to fly back ASAP’. Basil glanced at his 
watch ‘as soon as they have topped her up we might as well hop 
it then’. What about an escort, we are unarmed’ he enquired of 
the duty officer. ‘Already arranged for you, waiting for your call’. 

Johnny and Basil went back to the mess, freshened up, 
collected a couple of flasks of coffee and their flight bags and 
walked to where the Aircraft stood. The fuel Bowser was just 
departing, as they finished their pre-flight checks the Senior 
engineering officer came across and addressed Basil, ‘we ended 
up manufacturing that part in the end, so you will still need to 
obtain the proper item, although we think ours is better!’ ‘Do you 
mean it hasn’t got an A.I.D. number on it?’ ‘Fraid not old chap, 
but I will personally guarantee it will not break!’ Basil thanked 
him and they climbed aboard. Basil ran up the Rolls Royce 
Merlin engines and got an Okay from the Chequered Caravan to 
move to the end of the runway, noticing as he did that two 
Hurricanes were following them. As they roared up the runway 
and lifted off, the VHF radio sprung into life ‘Oboe Nan Dog' this 
is Emu 51, head bearing 270 to 2000 feet’ ‘Roger’ Basil replied 
and turned and eased back the stick. Johnny was busy scribbling 
figures on his kneepad, ‘that’s a different heading from the one at 
the briefing Skipper’ he muttered ‘I’ll have to recalculate’. They 
flew on for quite a while then the radio burst into life, with the 
same Antipodean voice ‘sorry to take you so far west, there is 
enemy activity along the Channel, have you plotted a new 
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course? Turn on your course in 10 minutes, Roger?’ ‘Roger, 
replied Johnny ‘thanks for the lift’. ‘Good luck Cobbers, over and 
out’. Johnny gave Basil the new course and he turned southwards 
well out from the French coast. As they crossed Biscay Basil 
increased height to 10,000 feet ‘I think we are out far enough 
from the coast to be free of enemy aircraft’ Basil remarked. 
Johnny busied himself with his slide rule and dividers, then said 
after a while ‘bank to port a bit Skipper, we should be 
approaching Gib shortly’, Basil banked the nimble ‘plane and 
Johnny called ‘Spot on Skipper, I will inform them where we are. 
Basil heard Johnny tapping away on the Morse key as he sent 
their Identification and position out to them, Gibraltar replied 
briefly and he ceased sending. Flying on, Basil drank his coffee 
ate a sandwich, and decided it had been a good all round trip. 
Then he heard Malta calling faintly on the VHF radio, Johnny 
replied ‘Lugqa this is Oboe Nan Dog ETA 75 minutes, Roger?’ 
There was no reply, 30 minutes later Basil Called, ‘Luga this is 
Oboe Nan Dog do you read’, ‘Oboe Nan Dog, this is Luqa what 
is your ETA?’ ‘ETA approx 45 minutes, Roger?’ ‘Roger’ came 
the reply ‘please call when you have visual contact’. A while later 
Basil put the aircraft down and taxied to the dispersal point. They 
both called into the flight office for a debriefing, which was quick 
& painless, and then to the mess for a bath, meal, & bed. 
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The end is in sight 


D-day in June 1944 was now in the past it was early May 
1945, things had been relatively quiet for the past few months, 
and with the war in Europe drawing to it’s close thoughts were of 
where to next? Would he be posted to the Far East, or would he 
remain for a while in the Middle East? Or would it be a home 
posting or a posting to mainland Europe? These were the thought 
passing through Basil’s head as he was recovering from a dose of 
“Gyppo Tummy”. 

Betty had by this time long ago given birth to their second 
child, a Daughter she had called Sophie Elise, Mail from South 
Africa was still rather slow, but otherwise at the last letter both 
were doing well. Basil was anxious to see his new family again. 
He had recently had a letter from Wendy to say that ““Lecherous 
Lottie” was now looking after their child, and that she had 
obtained an offices job with the Air Ministry, and was thoroughly 
enjoying it. 

One of Basil’s fellow pilots, Freddie, had taken a job that 
Basil was to have done until he had become a little unwell with 
“Gyppo tummy”, this had included a visit to northern France as 
well as “Blighty”, and Basil was very aggrieved that he had been 
unable to go himself! On the Eighth of May peace was declared 
in Europe, and they all (except Freddie and his Navigator) joined 
in the “knees-up” that evening. On the eleventh Freddie returned 
in the afternoon, later in the evening, he joined Basil for a drink 
at the El-Giza Sporting Club apologising for his absence, Basil 
was not in the least worried about that, he was more interested in 
the future. 
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‘Well old chap’ Freddie said, ‘I wonder how long before 
we can all go home’ pointing to the Banner headline on the front 
page of the London “Evening News” “WAR OVER TONIGHT “ 
they declared. ‘That’s a good question, said Basil, I have got 
quite used to the life here’. As they sipped their drinks, they 
discussed what the future would hold for them back in the UK. 
‘Sorry I didn’t get back until today, had an engine snag on the 
refuel stop at Castel Benito, (Tripoli, Libya) lost several hours, 
but at least I got my head down for a time, heavens knows I 
needed it’. 

‘Never mind’ Basil replied ‘I would like to go home soon 
I have plans to fulfil. With the large number of British Soldiers 
and Airmen now deployed along the Treaty road between Port 
Said & Suez, plans were afoot to move the Comms Flight to RAF 
Fayid on the west side of the “Sweetwater Canal”, which ran 
south from Ismalia to provide somewhat better quality water 
supply (that was OK when there were no dead Camels, Donkeys 
or dogs in it!) than the brackish water of the Great Bitter Lake 
(very, very SALT) near to Fayid Village, The “Bitter Lakes” lay 
in the central stretch of the Suez Canal. RAF Fayid was a few 
miles further northwest, next to RAF Abyad. 

‘IT had a word with the AVM (Air Vice Marshal) the other 
evening in the mess, He reckons I should have no trouble in 
leaving the force, as I do not have very long to serve, and that 
there are many who were called up for the service that wish to 
sign on when hostilities cease to make a career of it, whereas now 
I have the business in South Africa to look forward to and also, I 
want to get my affairs at home sorted out, sell Rose Cottage and 
move to Cape Town’. 

Freddie looked thoughtful for a minute or so and said ‘I 
think I shall be one of those who will sign on, I have no job in 
Blighty, I was called up when I left University, so have never had 
a position in ““Civvy Street” so have no experience of work 
except in the RAF’. Basil commented that he could do worse, 
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because there would be a lot of men chasing not so many jobs 
when they were demobilised, and it would be better to have food 
in your belly and a roof over one’s head and get paid at the same 
time, as opposed to queuing at the dole office. They heard 
nothing about being “demobbed” for a while, then a notice 
appeared on station orders stating that “Comms Flight” at Maadi 
was to be disbanded! Then the three crews were given notice that 
they were to posted back to Blighty, Freddie and Basil were to fly 
the two Mosquito’s directly to De-Havilland’s at Hatfield, the 
other crew were to return by as yet unspecified means. They were 
to have two weeks “disembarkation” leave, and would receive 
notice of new postings during that time. 


New beginnings 


Three days later they left Maadi on their flight home, 
Basil had managed via his contacts in the South African Air 
Force to send a message to Betty, telling her that he was returning 
home to England, and to address any further communications C/o 
Morton Hall. On arrival at Hatfield he had managed to ‘phone 
Sophie and begged two beds for the night, which was of course 
welcomed by her. Transport and Ration coupons and a meal had 
awaited them when they arrived at Hatfield; the two Navigators 
were both Londoners and they were despatched by train direct 
from Hatfield to Kings Cross station in London. Basil & Freddie 
left in a Humber staff car and after about ninety minutes arrived 
at Morton Hall. Sophie greeted Basil with her usual affection, and 
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gave Freddie a kiss on the cheek also. As they entered the Foyer, 
Freddie whispered to Basil “is this where you live?’ ‘Well, sort 
of, replied Basil, I will tell you more later’. 

Sophie led them into the drawing room, and rang the bell for Ivy, 
‘So how long are you here for this time Basil?’ she asked, ‘we 
have two weeks leave and then new postings, I want to leave the 
Air Force, but Freddie wants to sign on for a career’. Sophie 
turned to Freddie ‘Where do you live?’ ‘I don’t have a home 
anymore, my mother died in 1940, and my father was killed in 
the Italian campaign, he was a Major in the Tank Corps, so at the 
moment as I haven’t been back since I went to Egypt in 1942 all I 
have is the address of a Solicitor in Sheffield, I have no siblings 
so that is why I decided to sign on’. ‘You poor boy said Sophie, 
such a cruel thing to happen, but there, it has happened to a great 
many people during this awful war!’ Ivy arrived rather breathless, 
can you and Edith knock up some tea for three please Ivy?’ 

“Yes M’am, right away, hello Basil, how are you?’ ‘Very well 
thank you Ivy, and yourself?’ ‘I’m OK thanks’ and she then 
departed. They continued in general conversation for a while and 
then Basil enquired of Peter and Julie, Sophie looked grim for a 
moment, ‘you remember when you were home last we were 
concerned about their marriage?’ Basil nodded. ‘Things seemed 
to improve for a while, and I know that they had got their love 
life back together, she must have taken your advice, and then she 
came back one day full of the joys of spring, announcing that she 
was pregnant again, and everything was roses again, Peter 
managed to get a move to Bicester, so he could get home more 
often, and then disaster, exactly what we spoke about, the child 
was definitely not Peter’s!’ ‘Oh heavens above, Basil moaned, I 
feel almost that we wished it to happen!’ ‘Oh please don’t take it 
like that Basil, we were already suspicious about things as it 
was’, ‘I realise that, but also if things had not gone the way they 
did here, the child could very well have belonged to someone 
else!’ Basil saw Sophie coloured up slightly, ‘you could be so 
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right darling’ Sophie replied. Ivy and Edith arrived with two 
trays, Edith smiled at Basil, and after she had put her tray down 
bent over and gave Basil a kiss on the forehead. ‘Put him down 
Edith, you don’t know where he’s been’ said Sophie smiling 
broadly, ‘its OK Freddie, we are just one big happy family here, I 
don’t know what I shall do when Basil goes off to South Africa’. 
As they were busy eating their sandwiches, Sophie suddenly said 
‘I have some news for you Basil, You know my gardening friend 
Gunther, well I have asked him if he would like to stay after all 
this mess is sorted out, he said he would so I asked him to marry 
me, and he has agreed, and has applied for the right to stay’. ‘Oh 
wonderful, I am so happy for you Sophie, but what do the 
children say about it?’ ‘Peter has no worries about it, because 
there are no financial complications, and Maria has married a 
farmer down in Sussex where she was in the Land Army, she had 
to get married, although they were engaged anyway, and she has 
told me it is my life, be happy and enjoy my old age, if she thinks 
I am just going to sit still, go to the WI meetings, and darn socks 
for my Husband she doesn’t know me! I will want to enjoy my 
Husband and keep him happy too’. Basil saw Freddie blush 
slightly under his tan, he had never thought of him as a shy 
person, but Sophie had obviously marked him out as a virgin! 
And that is why she had said it. They spent a pleasant evening 
chatting together, later Sophie said that she had to look at the 
horses and close them up for the night, was anyone coming with 
her? Basil said yes, but Freddie declined, ‘I have no interest in 
horses at all’. Basil and Sophie left Freddie in the Drawing room 
listening to the “wireless” while they went down to the horses. 


After they had closed up the loose boxes for the night, 
Basil foolishly said ‘I shall have to see about getting my car back 
on the road’, Sophie said with a twinkle in her eye, ‘I have the 
key to the Motor house we had better go and see if it is OK’. 
Before he could reply, she had unlocked the door and pulled him 
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inside and then locked it again. It was exactly how they had left 
the last time, the passenger seat folded right under the dashboard, 
Sophie got in the back seat and Basil rather reluctantly followed 
her, ‘we shouldn’t be doing this’ he whispered, Sophie’s reply 
was not spoken but physical, she covered his mouth with hers, 
and forced her tongue between his lips which parted 
involuntarily, then her hands were busy undoing buttons & 
groping for his manhood. Basil had now decided not to fight her 
so joined in, again as last time she had come prepared for action, 
no underwear, no Bra, her nipples were standing rigid and as 
Basil entered his fingers she moaned loudly, than she spread 
herself on top of him and made slow gentle love to him. Just as 
last time they had done it in the car, she shouted as she climaxed, 
Basil climaxing at the same time. ‘I just hope Gunther is as good 
as that, I haven’t let him go any further than we did before, so he 
still has not entered the gates of paradise!’ 

‘I suppose I shall have a visitation again tonight then?’ 
said Basil. ‘I haven’t decided yet, I thought I might give Freddie a 
try, and give you a rest as we have done it already tonight’. ‘Do 
you think I am weakening then?’ ‘No not at all, in fact I thought 
that was better than ever’, 


Freddie & Ivy 


They were approaching the Drawing room door when Basil 
placed a hand on Sophie’s arm. ‘Wait!’ he whispered. Sophie 
looked at him a little perplexed, ‘my hearing is better than yours, 
there is some giggling going on in there, Freddie must have one 
of the girls in there with him!’ Sophie looked surprised, then 
motioned to him to come along the corridor. ‘The door of the 
“Dumb Waiter” is off for repair in the drawing room, if we open 
the one in the corridor we should be able to see in’. Very 
carefully she opened the door, and they looked in, Ivy and 
Freddie were kissing passionately, she had his manhood in her 
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hand, and he had his hand up her skirt, they could see his hand 
moving gently as her skirt moved to and fro, and she was rubbing 
him gently, then they both speeded up a little, then Ivy started to 
buck up and down as she was obviously nearing her climax and 
she began to move her hand faster then she climaxed, and 
momentarily stopped her movements, then slipping down to the 
floor she took him in her mouth until he was spent also. “I had 
better go, we don’t want to get caught, I enjoyed that I haven’t 
had such fun since the boys all got called up!’ They will have had 
a shag by now, they could be back any minute, see you later in 
your room’. Sophie shut the door and carried on along the 
passage until they reached her “quiet” room and they slipped into 
it quickly. ‘Well’ said Sophie, ‘fancy our Ivy being experienced 
like that, I can see Freddie’s in for a good stay, and Ivy won’t be 
much good for work for a few days, she must have instigated that, 
I am sure Freddie would not have done’. ‘I must admit that I 
don’t know of Freddie’s sexual habits but he never seemed the 
type to me, used to spend most evenings in the mess as far as I 
know, he came down to the Club sometimes, but I have never 
seen him with a woman at all, in fact I got the distinct impression 
that he was rather shy in female company. 

They returned to the drawing room, greeted Freddie who 
was again listening to the radio, ‘Horses OK’. ‘Yes thanks 
Freddie, all tucked up for the night, we dare not leave them out at 
night in case someone fancies some horseflesh for dinner’ she 
said with a grim smile. ‘Fancy a cup of Cocoa Freddie’ Sophie 
enquired, “yes please, not that I shall need much rocking tonight’. 
Basil sneaked a raised eyebrow at Sophie, which she replied with 
a wink. Edith responded rapidly to the bell, ‘You rang M’am?’ 
‘Three cups of Cocoa please Edith, and if there are any of your 
biscuits left bring some of those as well’. Edith scurried off. ‘Was 
there much on the news Freddie’ Sophie asked, ‘not a lot 
different to earlier, although there was something about a bomb 
dropped on Japan’ but I was not really paying much attention’. 
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Basil had great difficulty in not bursting out laughing. Sophie 
asked to be excused for a minute and Basil could hear her 
coughing her way along the corridor! 

Later they retired to bed, within a couple of minutes 
Sophie was in Basil’s room with him, ‘I just hope Freddie doesn’t 
come asking to borrow a Johnnie or something, it would be rather 
embarrassing wouldn’t it’ giggled Sophie. ‘I wonder how Ivy 
knew about our lovemaking, perhaps Julie told her out of spite 
before she went?’ A night of gentle lovemaking ensued, and 
Sophie didn’t even bother going to her own room until they 
decided to get up and bathe, ‘to save fuel shall we bathe together’ 
Sophie suggested. ‘If you wish said Basil, I did wonder why I had 
an En-suite bathroom’. So bathe together they did, gently bathing 
each other’s bodies and then drying off each other. ‘I am sure you 
and Gunther will enjoy the rest of your lives together if you treat 
him like you do me’. 

They went down to breakfast together, and found Ivy 
really organised, the table laid, Edith had already put out cereals, 
and there was home cured bacon in the tureen, scrambled eggs, 
toast, butter from the farm and home made preserve. ‘Good 
morning Freddie and girls’, ‘good morning M’am, good morning 
Basil’ came the chorus. As they ate their repast, Sophie switched 
on the “wireless”, a news broadcast was in progress, and the 
announcer gave out a repeat of the main item. 

*”Y esterday the 6'" of August, an American aircraft dropped an 
Atomic bomb on the Japanese City of Hiroshima, first reports 
state that majority of the City was destroyed and that deaths were 
estimated at tens of thousands, further bulletins would be issued 
during the day as more information was received”. There was a 
loud gasp from everyone in the room, ‘perhaps now we may have 
peace, if they continue to bomb like that they will write Japan off 
of the map’ commented Freddie ‘I did physics at University, and 
the subject of “splitting the Atom” was talked about a lot, so they 
must have finally managed it’. ‘But all those people killed, said 
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Sophie surely they cannot continue like that?’ Basil replied ‘after 
the thousands of our troops that they worked to death in the POW 
camps in Burma and other places, I have no sympathy at all; they 
expected them to work ten hours or more a day in the blazing sun 
on just a cupful of rice and some vegetable soup a day, they had 
no intention of complying with any conventions of war’. 

After breakfast Sophie said to Basil, ‘by the way your 
tenants at Rose Cottage will be leaving next month, the husband 
has already been posted to Scotland, and of course as they come 
from there they will retuning to their own home’. 

‘OK, Basil replied, I was going to sell it when they 
finished their tenancy anyway, I shall not need a house here again 
and it holds too many memories’. Later Freddie and Basil went 
for a walk into the village, ‘is there anywhere I can get some 
cigarettes in the village?’ asked Freddie. ‘Two Pubs and a shop’ 
he replied, ‘but whether they will sell you any is debateable’. 
They tried The Fox and Hounds without success, and the village 
shop again drawing a blank. ‘That just leaves the Stags Head 
down at the other end of the village’, they carried on down the 
road past the Reading room and as they approached they could 
hear the ringing of the anvil from the nearby smithy. They went 
into the Stags Head at the junction of two roads, there Mrs 
Chapel the Elderly landlady managed to supply him with a packet 
of 20 “Players Navy Cut”, ‘are you staying in the village’ she 
asked, Basil said they were staying with Mrs Sophie Bevington, 
‘Oh I thought I recognised you, you’re young Basil, I haven’t 
seen you since before the war when you joined up, your friend 
can have 20 of some kind every day if we have them’ she told 
them, with that she bade them good day and they walked back 
slowly towards the Hall. ‘Did you and Ivy have a good night 
then’ asked Basil, Freddie looked at him wide eyed blushing 
scarlet even under his tan, ‘what do you mean’. ‘When Sophie 
and I came back from the stables we heard giggling from the 
drawing room, so we looked through the damaged “Dumb 
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waiter” into the room, you were having a great time masturbating 
together, especially after she climaxed and took you in her 
mouth’. ‘Oh god what did Sophie say’, ‘she was just surprised 
that Ivy was so experienced, otherwise nothing, and then of 
course she said to see you later in your room’. ‘Yes, and what 
was it that Ivy said, they will have had their shag and could be 
back any minute?’ ‘Sophie and I have been lovers ever since I 
came back on that Sicily job, her doing not mine, she had been 
without since the late 20’s, and although her and Gunther had 
been mutually masturbating for some time, she had never gone all 
the way with him, but we think that Julie told Ivy about us, she 
came into my room “‘to get laid” she said, and found Sophie and I 
at it!’ “So how was it with Ivy?’ ‘Very interesting really, I have 
never bothered about that kind of thing much, although I went to 
bed with a couple of girls at University, we were all pissed out of 
our heads and it lasted all of thirty seconds or so, premature 
ejaculation don’t they call it? Anyway, I learnt a lot in a very 
short time last night, and it was very, very enjoyable, I don’t 
know how many times we did it, I know towards dawn I was 
struggling to get erect, but Ivy had ways of curing that, and we 
did it so many different ways it made my head spin, we even did 
it in the Bath!’ 

Meanwhile, Sophie said to Ivy ‘I will give you a hand this 
morning with the dusting, if you go through with the vacuum I 
will dust the previous room’ Ivy nodded and replied “Yes M’am’. 
At 11 am Edith appeared with two cups of tea and Ivy and Sophie 
sat down to drink it. Smiling slightly, she asked “how was your 
night with Freddie then, is he good in bed?’ Ivy looked at her 
mistress absolutely astounded, ‘what do you mean, is he good in 
bed?’ ‘Don’t bluff my dear girl, Basil and I watched you and 
Freddie through the dumb waiter having a mutual masturbation 
session, it looked good too’. ‘Oh dear, I have blotted my copy 
book haven’t I, but to answer your question in plain language he 
was more or less a virgin when we went to bed, but by morning 
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he was well accomplished and learns fast, and is very good at 
keeping his end up!’ ‘Good I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, you 
could do worse than Freddie, well educated, single with no 
baggage, no parents, needs someone to look after him, and Basil 
is selling the Cottage fully furnished, go for it girl, remember 
what Betty did, and didn’t regret it, and although she is older than 
him, she and Basil are to marry soon and they already have two 
children’. Poor Ivy looked so dumbstruck that Sophie put her arm 
around her, ‘I was hoping that when Basil came back we might 
get together’ she said tearfully. ‘Never mind Freddie seems a nice 
chap, apart from that, who told you that Basil and I were lovers, 
we heard you say so last night?’ ‘Miss Julie, after she had that 
Black baby she said she wanted to get her own back, so told me 
and Edith, I don’t think Edith believed her, but I had a little 
suspicion as I had seen you come out of Basil’s room when he 
was here last time, but thought perhaps you had been to wake him 
up’. So Sophie went on to tell her about herself not having 
intercourse from the late 20’s and wouldn’t commit adultery, she 
also told her about herself and Gunther in the Greenhouse, which 
made Ivy smile, and that they were to be married if he could get 
to stay in Britain. Ivy said that she liked Gunther, he seemed a 
very decent man, and wished Sophie every happiness for the 
future. 

After lunch, Sophie asked Ivy to come back when she and 
Edith had done the washing up, ‘we shall be in the conservatory’, 
meanwhile she took Basil out to the stables and said ‘we have to 
come clean about us’. ‘That is OK as long as it doesn’t get out of 
this house’. “Freddie knows about you and I, and I know about 
Ivy and Freddie’. ‘So do I said Sophie, we had a long heart to 
heart this morning, and it was Julie who spilled the beans about 
us, but I don’t think she will have dared tell Peter, anyway I am 
going to bring it all out in the open this afternoon, I have 
suggested to Ivy that she could do a lot worse than Freddie, he is 
educated, and has no family, and suggested she does a Betty and 
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Gerald job on him, and persuades him to buy Rose Cottage from 
you!’ 

When they had assembled in the conservatory, Sophie 
took charge of proceedings and told everyone to get comfortable 
and relax. 

‘I am not quite sure where to begin, but I will start by 
saying that as of now, I understand we all know of each others 
misbehaviour, Ivy and I have had a long talk, and I know now 
that it was Mr Peter’s wife Julie that put the poison in the pot by 
telling Ivy about Basil and I being lovers, only because she 
caught us at it, although we were unaware of her presence, and 
she had gone to Basil’s room on her own admission for the same 
purpose’. Both Ivy and Freddie now know how Basil and I found 
out what you were at last night, thanks to Basil’s excellent 
hearing we didn’t actually walk in on you or we could have ended 
up having an orgy’ she said grinning broadly. ‘Also I have asked 
Gunther to marry me if he wishes then I won’t have to keep 
having a mutual rub off in the greenhouse!’ They all laughed at 
that comment. ‘So we have cleared the air, we all know what we 
are all at, and I don’t think at the moment we need tell Edith’. 
‘Come on Ivy let you and me go and make a pot of tea as it is 
Edith’s afternoon off, see you in a few minutes boys’. 

‘Well’ said Freddie when they had gone, ‘that certainly 
has cleared the air, your substitute Mother / lover certainly 
doesn’t mince her words’. ‘Really she didn’t need to, the only 
people who had not discussed the subject were you and Ivy, and 
that was only because of lack of time, you and I knew what was 
what, and so did Ivy and Sophie, Sophie really has been a 
substitute Mother to me, not now but most of my life although I 
loved my parents dearly. I would not have had the education I 
did, the Camera that I thought my father had bought for me they 
paid for, and they bought me a car for my 21" Birthday, and a 
huge party also and great many things that a Butlers son would 
never have had, I often wondered if there was something Mr John 
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owed my father for when they were in the Army together’. He 
continued ‘until Peter went to Prep School, he and I were more or | 
less brought up together like brothers, I was looked after by his 
Nanny so my mother could carry on as housekeeper, I have a lot 
to thank Sophie and her late husband for’. 

The next day, Freddie caught the ‘Bus to Northampton, 
and then a train to Sheffield, changing at Crewe on the way, he 
had made an appointment to see his late fathers solicitor to find 
out what if anything he had inherited. It was a little disappointing 
really, what he didn’t know was, the house they had always lived 
in was only rented not owned. And apart from a few personal 
items of his fathers that he had deposited with the solicitor before 
he was posted abroad, there was only a small amount about 
£1500 left to him, out of which he had to pay the solicitor £200 
for his services. He returned a little disappointed really, but put a 
brave face on it. 

Basil meanwhile had contacted “Grooms Garage” in 
Towcester to bring out a new battery for his car, and it had started 
up OK, but the garage man suggested that a new set of tyres 
would be a safer option than driving on the tyres that were on it, 
So leaving the car up on it’s blocks, the mechanic took the wheels 
with him to fit new tyres. Basil then went to the Car taxation 
office in Northampton after having bought some insurance, and 
paid for the “Road fund licence” and received some petrol 
coupons he was entitled to as Aircrew. 

In the evening he telephoned Wendy, “Lecherous Lottie” 
answered, ‘hello Basil’ she replied when he had said who was 
calling, ‘are you back in England again?’ Basil said he now had a 
home posting, but was on leave at present. ‘Are you coming to 
visit us again, if so do come in the daytime when I am here on my 
own, then we can have some fun together!’ Basil grimaced, ‘I 
don’t have transport at the moment, and anyway with my 
impending marriage I don’t think it would be a good idea to see 
you on your own, do you?’ Lottie changed the subject, ‘I’m 
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afraid Wendy is working late hours this week, She will not be 
home until about 9pm’. ‘Never mind, how is your little grandson 
getting on?’ ‘Your little boy is doing very well, he is into 
everything, takes me all my time to keep up with him, but Reggie 
and I are really grateful for all you have done for us’. “You 
should really thank Wendy for that, she was the instigator, I just 
supplied part of him’. Basil rang off after the usual niceties, and 
at that moment Sophie came in with some tea followed by 
Freddie and Ivy who were holding hands. Freddie spoke first, 
‘How much will you be asking for Rose Cottage?’ Basil looked at 
him innocently; ‘I have a Valuer coming tomorrow morning, and 
I shall be guided by what he says, why do you ask?’ ‘I might be 
interested in buying it myself as a permanent home’. Basil then 
said ‘you can come with me if you like I have told the lady who 
is living there when he is coming, and she said that tomorrow 
would be OK.’ 

The Valuer, a Mr Tompkins called at the Hall first and 
Basil & Freddie walked down to the Cottage with him, ‘we will 
wait outside for you unless you want to point anything out to me’ 
said Basil. Tompkins nodded in agreement and knocked on the 
door, and was admitted straight away. He emerged about 45 
minutes later, and walked around the outside, had a good look at 
the thatched roof, and finally looked at the garage that Basil had 
erected just after he and Gwenny moved in, he then approached 
Basil, ‘it all seems in very good order sir, Some of the woodwork 
could do with a lick of paint, but nothing is rotting or anything 
like that, I will send my valuation to in the next couple of days; 
‘OK, but will you tell me now what your valuation is, as this 
gentleman may be interested in buying the property, and if you 
tell me what I owe you for your services I will settle with you 
now’. ‘Very well sir, not quite the way I usually do things, my 
estimate is in the region of £350 to £400 freehold, it is freehold is 
it not?’ ‘Oh yes, thank you for that, how much am I in your debt’. 
Tompkins got out his receipt book and scribbled for a moment, 
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showed it to Basil and said ‘will that be OK sir?’ Basil got out his 
wallet and passed some notes to him, and Tompkins gave him the 
receipt, touched his hat and walked off in the direction of the 
Hall. ‘Strange fellow’ said Freddie. ‘You'll get used to some of 
the quaint ways hereabouts, there are people who live in this 
village who have never ever been to Northampton, and rarely 
even to Towcester!’ ‘Good heavens, definitely quaint, even Ivy 
has been to Northampton’. Basil knocked on the door of the 
Cottage, ‘Hello again Mr Brown, do come in’. Basil told the 
woman ‘my friend here would like to look around if he may, he is 
interested in buying the Cottage’, ‘certainly I will show him 
round, will you wait here?’ ‘No I will wait outside, bad memories 
you know’. ‘I do understand of course, the neighbours have told 
me what happened’. 

Ten minutes later Freddie emerged smiling, ‘it’s a lovely 
place Basil, so how much?’ ‘Give me his bottom price and it is 
yours, I would rather sell it to someone I know than a stranger’. 
‘Deal done’ and Freddie held out his hand and they shook on it. 


A surprise for Ivy 


Over lunch they discussed things, like living in a village, 
shopping and that kind of thing. When Ivy came to clear away the 
dishes, Freddie having already asked Sophie’s permission, said 
‘please sit with us a moment Ivy’, Ivy looked at Sophie 
enquiringly, and Sophie nodded. Freddie started to speak slowly, 
‘Basil and I have been out this morning, and I have decided as I 
have no permanent home, to buy Rose Cottage from him, would 
you like to come and live there as my wife?’ Ivy’s eyes opened 
wide (when you are 38 years of age you don’t get too many offers 
of marriage) ‘Do you really mean it Freddie, if you do, yes 
please!” And she got up from the table and with tears in her eyes, 
put her arms around him and hugged and kissed him (much to his 
embarrassment) 
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Sophie said ‘off you go you two, Basil and I will clear up 
here’ When they got to the kitchen Edith looked at the pair of 
them, is Ivy all right M’am. ‘Well, yes and no, she has had a bit 
of a shock’ Freddie has bought Rose Cottage, and asked Ivy to 
marry him!’ Edith clapped her hands to her mouth, ‘I thought Ivy 
would be left on the shelf. ‘They are not that much different in 
age, only three years, whether he will still sign on in the RAF 
now remains to be seen, his situation has changed somewhat’ 
Basil commented. ‘And I will have to go looking for a new 
housemaid with experience’ said Sophie wryly, ‘this all reminds 
me of Betty and Gerald in the 20’s, what say you Basil?’ ‘It 
certainly does, although I was not really involved in it I can 
remember the consternation amongst some of the staff, this 
stranger who had come here and snatched the “Spinster and 
Virgin of this Parish” away from us without as much as “by your 
leave”, met on Friday, engaged on Sunday, never been heard of’. 
“Then she ends up on her wedding day a titled Lady’, ‘how was 
that’ asked Edith. Gerald lived in South Africa, but this firm of 
solicitors in London did not know that. His cousin had died with 
no heir, so Gerald was the next in line for the Baronetcy, by the 
time they found out, he was over here with us, and they sent a 
Telegram, which arrived while the wedding Breakfast was in 
progress. Gerald Telephoned straight away and came back into 
the reception visibly shaken and announced that his lovely new 
wife was now “Lady Wright” and he was a Baronet’. ‘What a 
fairy tale wedding then’ said Edith. 

‘And now of course Basil here is to marry Betty very soon’. 


The mechanic arrived next day with new tyres fitted to the car 
wheels, and after they were refitted to the car they removed the 
blocks and the mechanic drove it around the yard and up the 
drive, ‘all seems in order sir, but I am not trying to find work for 
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ourselves, but as it has been standing all this time I suggest you 
drive it carefully down to our garage and we will replace the 
flexible brake hoses and the brake fluid, and also flush out the 
radiator, there will no doubt be some sediment in the bottom of 
it’. Basil agreed and arranged to take it next day. 

That evening Wendy telephoned, they chatted generally, 
she told him about her job with the Ministry, ‘I don’t know how 
long it will last with the war with Japan expected to end 
tomorrow, (‘J wasn’t supposed to tell you that, please keep it to 
yourself until it is announced’) Basil said that was OK, asked had 
she got a boyfriend at present, she said no and didn’t want one, 
and in any case there were too many younger girls around, at her 
age you didn’t get asked out. ‘I will have enough on my hands 
with our son, I couldn’t marry again I would always be thinking 
of you!’ ‘Please don’t make me feel guilty’. ‘Oh I am not, if 
anyone is guilty it is me, it was all my doing, I wanted us to make 
a baby that night, and until Bill was injured and died it was all 
OK, he accepted that the baby was his, I didn’t have to lie and say 
it was his, he took it as a matter of course that he had made the 
baby. I told Lottie because I wanted to, not out of any sense of 
bravado, I didn’t know that she had told my father until he asked 
me ‘what was this chap like who made his beautiful grandson 
with me’. “Anyway enough of that, Lottie told me that you had 
telephoned yesterday, but it was nearly 10 o’clock when I got 
home, the trains were packed and running late, so I left it until 
tonight’. ‘Lottie made awful suggestions to me again; the trouble 
is they don’t flatter me at all! ‘I realise that, Wendy said, ‘I really 
think she is jealous of me, and wants what I once had, even if it 
was only for one night! The rest of it was fun also, wasn’t it?’ 

‘Can we change the subject, you are making me horny; I 
still haven’t got my posting, I expect it will come in a day or two, 
I am selling Rose Cottage to my fellow Pilot Freddie, he has 
already proposed to Ivy the senior housemaid here, and she is 
over the moon, and she is 38, I don’t know what you are worried 
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about, I will tell you sometime what Sophie and I saw them doing 
the first night we were here’. ‘That sounds intriguing, what were 
you and Sophie doing at the time?’ just about to walk in on them 
in the drawing room, I’ll tell you anyway, we had just been to 
lock the horses up for the night, when I heard giggling coming 
from the Drawing room so we looked through the “Dumb 
Waiter” to see what was going on, Mutual Masturbation and 
Fellatio! They were taking a hell of a chance doing that in what is 
a public room, I am sure Ivy was the instigator, Freddie is not like 
that, but they have slept together ever since’. ‘What does Sophie 
think to that then, ‘I think she could not believe that her “Butter 
wouldn’t melt in her mouth” maid could be such a randy madam; 
but by what we heard her say, she missed all the male staff being 
called up, and wasn’t getting any fun’. ‘But having a captive 
visitor was just up her street and she went in bald headed and 
came out smiling!’ they chatted for a few more minutes and then 
rang off. 

Meanwhile in South Africa, Betty was having a problem 
with a large American C corporation who were pressing her to 
sell the business to them, she told them that once her partner 
returned from the war they had plans for greater expansion, and 
had no plans to sell out to anybody. In a cable to Basil she said 
the offer was no where good enough in any case, and was looking 
forward with great expectations to him returning, she didn’t think 
there would be anymore children, not that she wanted any more 
anyway, but since little Sophie Elise was born it seemed that she 
had at last gone into the Menopause, and was pleased to have 
ended the monthly scourge, as she put it. 
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Freddie and Ivy now were officially engaged, he having 
bought her a ring, which she flaunted mercilessly as she went 
about her duties! Basil had taken a chance and went to see Wendy 
at the weekend, and stayed over on Saturday night, but returned 
after Sunday lunch. The problem this time was “Wayward 
Wendy”, the sleeping arrangements were as before, and she 
wanted to sleep with him, but Basil was having none of it, in the 
end she settled for just a little pleasuring by hand. 

A letter arrived for Basil on the Monday morning, and one 
for Freddie on the Tuesday, both were the same, they were to 
report at the end of their leave to 17 O.T.U (Operational Training 
Unit) based at RAF Silverstone, (Now the internationally famous 
Motor Racing circuit) This was rather convenient as it was only 
about 10-12 minutes drive away! Also, ‘if it was convenient, they 
could “live out”’, this was very convenient as far as the two Pilots 
were concerned. Eventually their leave was up and they reported 
for duty. They were directed to report to the Senior Training 
Officer. He was a Wing Commander around 40 years of age Basil 
guessed. “Good morning chaps’, he shook them by the hand, ‘I’m 
Bertie French, you’ve been on Mosquito’s I hear, have you ever 
flown a “Wimpey”’(A Vickers Wellington Bomber). ‘Only about 
six hours, then I went onto the “Mossie”’ Basil replied. ‘Good, at 
least you have flown one, what about you’ he said turning to 
Freddie. ‘No, I did my training on Blenheim's, and the Mosquito 
came as a bit of a shock after that, I can tell you, a bit like getting 
out of an Austin 7 and getting into a Bugatti!’ ‘I can imagine’ 
said Bertie grinning. OK, I want you to work with my chief 
instructor for about 20 hours each, just to get used to the Aircraft, 
they don’t have many foibles and are quite good to fly, then you 
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will be tested as Instructors, and then go on to instruct on twin 
engine aircraft, we have been promised a couple of ex-Squadron 
Halifax’s to do four engine training, but I feel that it will not 
come to pass now the conflict is over, I don’t know how long this 
unit will last, as no doubt downsizing will begin soon’. 

They went through the training without a hitch and began 
instructing the newer Pilots, they both found the work rewarding. 
Meanwhile Freddie and Ivy married at the local registry office, as 
Freddie said he had never to his knowledge been Christened, and 
his parents had never been churchgoers in any case but she still 
wore a traditional wedding dress that Freddie bought her. They 
didn’t have a honeymoon, but Freddie promised a belated one 
later when he had accumulated some leave. 

In March 1946 Bertie called Basil into his office, ‘I have 
had a missive from the Air Ministry about you, I understand that 
you requested early release from your Commission’. ‘I presumed 
they had conveniently forgotten about that’ Basil remarked. 
‘Indeed not, as from the 30" of this month you are once again a 
civilian, and as you intend to reside in another country, you will 
not be placed on the reserve, and will receive a slightly reduced 
pension’. 

Basil was astounded, ‘It will be lovely to see my fiancé 
and our children in South Africa again, and not just on flying 
visits’ if you’ll excuse the pun’. ‘You have a Fiancé with children 
in South Africa?’ Basil had to relate the whole story, starting with 
Gerald and Betty, the broken down ship and so on. ‘Well, said 
Bertie, that is a strange story, so she is a lot older than you?’ “Yes 
nearly 19 years, but it doesn’t make any difference, we are totally 
happy, and her other two children are happy about it too, and 
can’t wait for me to get back there’. Bertie then said ‘I shall miss 
you, you and Freddie make a good team, but you have worked 
together for a long while’. Yes I shall miss Freddie too, but one 
must move on in life, fresh fields and all that stuff’. 
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That evening at supper, Basil told Sophie and the two 
girls that he would be leaving in early April for South Africa, and 
to marry Betty as planned. They were all very upset, Sophie said 
to him, ‘what you don’t know is that Gunther and I are to be 
married on the Eighth of April in the Village Church, as our 
Chapel is no longer licensed for marriages, please don’t go before 
then, I want you to give me away’. Basil smiled at Sophie, ‘of 
course not, I wouldn’t dream of going before the wedding’. 

Sophie continued, ‘ he got his permit to stay a month ago, 
and has applied for British citizenship also, though that may take 
a while, but being married to an English woman will help of 
course. Ivy will be Matron of Honour and Edith my bridesmaid, 
Maria and her husband are coming too and my grandson who I| 
have never seen yet’/ 

Basil managed to book a passage on a ship for the 15" of April, 
and Cabled Betty giving her the arrival date in Cape town. 

The wedding went well, Sophie and Gunther looked a real 
picture, she had managed to hire him a morning suit and a grey 
“Topper” She wore a wonderful cream creation that must have 
cost a fortune originally, she had borrowed it from an old friend 
in London who was part of the Ex-Debutantes circuit, and had a 
massive collection of wonderful dresses, Basil wore his Mess 
uniform and medals, as did Freddie, and Edith wore a dress that 
Sophie had reworked from one of hers, of course new clothes 
were out of the question as everything was still on “coupons”. 

Now where Sophie had scrounged the food from he had 
no idea, it was almost like one of the pre-war parties at the hall, <I 
think a lot of money has been passing around to get this lot, very 
much “under the counter” stuff here’ he told Freddie. When Basil 
asked her where she got it all from, she just touched her nose with 
her finger, ‘don’t ask’ was the reply. Basil thought he would find 
it strange without Sophie as a bed mate, but when Edith started 
making eyes at him across the table he shook his head and 
mouthed a ‘NO’ at her, her face dropped somewhat. Next 
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morning he cornered Sophie, ‘well how was it?’ ‘To be honest 
OK’, ‘only OK?’ Basil enquired, ‘he needs a little practice, 
otherwise very good’. ‘You don’t sound very enthusiastic’, ‘well 
I’ve been spoilt this last few months haven’t I?’ ‘Maybe, but I am 
younger than he is’. ‘Only by five years, that is not a lot really, 
but [ll lick him into shape’. ‘Literally?’ Basil said and smiled at 
her. Sophie just grinned. 

The parting was not too painful, Sophie now had to show 
some restraint, and Edith was a little upset, Ivy and Freddie were 
really happy, they were expectant parents, albeit in 7 months 
time, Basil gave his car keys to Freddie, ‘would you mind 
running me to the station in your car?’ ‘I don’t have a car’ said 
Freddie, ‘you do now, I’ve put you on the insurance, and all you 
have to do is fill in the logbook and take it too the car tax office, 
Ill leave it up to you to sort the insurance out after I have sailed’. 
‘But you can’t just give me a car, protested Freddie’ ‘I just have, 
Basil told him, Sophie has all the documents’. So Basil & Freddie 
drove away with Basil’s 2 suit cases on the back seat, his 2 trunks 
having already gone by carrier and train to the docks. 


Basil & Betty at home 


When Basil arrive in Cape Town the whole Family were 
there to greet him, Christopher got to him first, and shook his 
hand warmly, ‘wonderful to see you back’ he exclaimed. Basil 
took Betty in his arms and kissed her with passion, Anne was 
climbing over everybody to give him a kiss, Then he went across 
to the Rolls, where the two youngest were sat with the Nanny, he 
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gave them both a kiss, and put his cases in the boot, ‘I will collect 
my trunks tomorrow’ he said. 

As they arrived at the estate Basil noticed two new 
buildings behind the usual warehouses, ’what are those two new 
buildings’ he asked. ‘Wait until tomorrow, and all will be 
revealed’ said Betty. 

They ate a quiet lunch, and than relaxed on the veranda, ‘I 
just can’t imagine Ivy married’ said Betty. ‘By what Sophie & I 
saw she had been practicing for a long time, Freddie said their 
first night together at the Hall was an education in itself’. ‘He 
was by his own admission more or less a virgin, and had no real 
sexual experience’. ‘What is this Gunther chap like that Sophie 
has married?’ ‘A very decent sort, I know he is German but one 
can’t help liking him, you will see when they come out for the 
wedding’. ‘You mean Sophie is coming?’ ‘On pain of death if we 
don’t invite them’. ‘Oh Wonderful’. Basil then broached the 
subject of the wedding, ‘so when do we get married?’ 
‘Tomorrow?’ Betty teased. ‘No, Seriously we have to give 
Sophie & Gunther, and Peter if he wants to come, time to sail out 
here’. Basil replied “before that we have to decide how we are 
going to sort our finances out, to protect your children and ours!’ 

‘They went next morning to see the new buildings, they 
sat outside at first in the car, and Betty started to explain what had 
led to their construction. ‘Just after Gerald passed away, I went to 
what we would call at home a Chamber of Trade meeting, local 
business people often met up for a business and social occasion, 
and Karl’s’ father introduced me to a Dutchman, who was on a 
visit to them, he was a Vineyard manager working in Germany, 
and his employers were looking to start growing vines down here 
in South Africa, and had found some suitable ground not far from 
our estate. So I asked him to come and look at the side of our 
estate nearest to the site he had found’. Basil remarked that it 
sounded interesting. Betty continued, ‘however, he said he was 
getting rather worried with the situation in Germany, and being 
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Dutch he was worried about his wife and children’s future, I 
asked him what was the smallest area that would prove a viable 
proposition to plant up with vines, He said about 40 acres would 
do for a start, but even after planting, it would be about 3 years 
before wine would really start to flow’. ‘The up shot was, that I 
offered him a job and a house for his family rent free for 5 years 
if he would like to come and work for me as a working manager 
for a small wage, and could he purchase and ship enough vines to 
make a start!’ ‘He asked to think it over and would let me know 
as soon as he contacted his wife, he sent a cable via the 
Telephone to her, asking her to telephone him here next day at 
noon our time’. ‘What happened, did she ring?’ on the dot, and 
she took about 30 seconds to say yes! So I made arrangements 
through a broker in Switzerland to pay the supplier as soon as the 
vines were aboard ship and signed for, and he and his wife were 
to be on board as well, I had to cover myself didn’t I?’ ‘So what 
is the connection with all that and these buildings?’ ‘Come on in 
and see’. They went into the first big shed, which was divided in 
half, there were vats, and what appeared to be presses in there. 
‘This is where the grapes come to be pressed and processed, and 
through here’, and she opened a double door ‘is the bottling 
plant’, and in there he saw what he presumed was modern 
bottling equipment. 

She led him from there into the next shed, ‘and here is the new 
wine warehouse, it is almost empty now, but last Autumn it was 
crammed to the doors, last year was our best year so far, we now 
have 400 acres under vines, and Jan de Beer reckons he has 
enough young plants to plant another hundred acres next year’. 
‘Ah here he is’, a tall thin angular slightly stooped man came into 
the shed, ‘good morning Jan, this is my partner from England Mr 
Brown’. ‘Good morning to you both, I saw the door open, and 
wondered who was in here’. ‘I was showing Basil around, these 
were not built when he was here last’. After a protracted 
conversation about the wine side of the estate Betty and Basil 
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returned to the house. ‘I didn’t even know you were into making 
wine’. ‘When you were here the first time and when you were 
training here It was all still in the early stages, and had not all 
gone well for a start, but I decided to persevere with it, as the real 
problem was that we had a couple of bad seasons at the beginning 
but Jan assured me that all would come out OK, and he has 
proved right, in any case when he first came here I was paying 
him only just enough to live on, and he did other jobs around the 
estate as well which he still does at times, but of course he now 
has a proper salary, he also looks after the roadways, supervising 
the labour’. ‘Good, I am glad he is earning his keep, now I have 
to earn my keep!’ Betty smiled at him, ‘darling you have no 
worries there, | am sure that there will be plenty for you to do, 
and didn’t you say that you had been taking nature notes in Egypt 
and here in Cape Town when you were here before, so you will 
have plenty to do editing them!’ ‘Yes but that is a hobby, not a 
breadwinning income, mind you, I did well out of the first two 
books, I made several thousand pounds out of them’. 

They then went to see the Accountant who dealt with the 
estate’s affairs, to ask his advice on how to apportion the shares 
in the estate between all parties involved. After some discussion, 
it was decided that Basil & Betty jointly should hold 51%, 
Christopher and Anne should have 15% each, and the two 
younger children share the rest equally, the share issue to be 
dated from the time of the wedding. 


Betty’s visitor 


When they returned home in mid afternoon, the Nanny 
said ‘there was a Telephone call for you just before just 
lunchtime, it was a lady with a very strong English accent, she 
left this number for you’. Betty took the piece of paper, ‘it’s a 
Cape Town number, I wonder who it can be?’ ‘Only one way to 
find out, ring her!’ 
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Betty dialled the number, a voice replied ‘Royal Cape 
Hotel’ ‘may I have room 216 please’ there was a click and then a 
rather ‘plummy’ female voice said ‘Jane Tranter here, who is 
calling please,’ Betty replied ‘Lady Wright from the Oxbow 
estate, you Telephoned this morning I understand, what can I do 
for you?’ ‘Were you Elizabeth Jane Summers?’ ‘That is correct’. 
Well I was Jane Elizabeth Summers, and I am sure we are 
related’ Betty took a sharp intake of breath, ‘I understood that I 
had no living relatives, are you sure?’ Almost absolutely sure’ 
Betty was almost wriggling with excitement, would you care to 
come out here for tea? I can send a car for you’. ‘That is very 
kind of you, it would be most pleasant’. Betty told her that the car 
would be there in 30 minutes, and would that be OK, Jane replied 
that it would. 

Betty told Basil what the woman had said. ‘Basil darling, 
would you be a dear and fetch her for me? You’ve driven the 
Rolls before’ ‘OK, you will have to tell me where the Hotel is. 
Betty described the location and Basil said that it was near a 
restaurant that they had visited several times. Arriving at the 
Hotel, Basil beckoned to the Doorman, ‘yes sir can I help’ he 
asked. ‘I am here to collect a Mrs Tranter, who is in 216’. ‘Just a 
moment sir’, and he beckoned to a young ‘Bell Boy’, whispered 
to him and the boy disappearing inside, a few seconds later he 
emerged accompanied by a lady of about Betty’s build, who wore 
a hat with a veil. Basil said that he was Lady Wright’s fiancé and 
asked if she wished to sit in the front with him and she consented. 
Then Basil received a shock and it left him speechless, she lifted 
her veil and looked towards him, he was looking at a slightly 
paler version of Betty, ‘good Lord he spluttered’, ‘what's 
wrong?’ she asked, ‘If I didn’t know better, I would have said 
I’ve just left you at the estate, you and Betty are like twins!’ 
They travelled in silence for the journey back to the house, when 
they arrived he ushered her in through the French doors and 
settled her in an easy chair, ‘I will go and find Betty’, and went 
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off in the direction of the kitchen where he could hear Betty 
talking to the cook. ‘You’re back where is she?’ You have a 
shock awaiting you, look in that mirror and have a good look at 
yourself, OK? Now walk into the lounge’ Betty looked at him as 
if he was off his head until she walked in, Jane had lowered the 
veil again, and then as Betty sat opposite her, she raised it again. 
Betty just sat and stared, ‘please excuse me staring, I just cannot 
believe what I am seeing’. That is what your friend Mrs 
Ballantire said’. ‘You have met Elspeth?’ 

I had better start at the beginning, my fathers name was 
Thomas Summers who was a young officer in the Dragoons, and 
when I was 18 he told me this strange story’. ‘When he was 19 
years old he fell in love with a young girl who was an orphan, 
they married and had a daughter that they called Elizabeth Jane, 
just after the child was born there was a terrible fire at his parents 
home and all his known relatives were killed’. ‘Oh, how awful ‘ 
Betty said. ‘When the baby was six months old his wife had 
pneumonia and died, having no relatives, he had no alternative 
but to place the baby in an Orphanage’. ‘Then his regiment was 
sent to India, there he was promoted to Lieutenant, he fell in love 
with the Colonel’s daughter, my mother and they married and I 
was born soon after in 1900, I was christened with the same 
names as his first daughter but the other way round, Jane 
Elizabeth, he was later promoted to Colonel and we returned to 
England eventually in 1923’. I met my late husband a Lt. 
Colonel, and married in 1926 on the same day that you were 
married!’ ‘Go on’, said Betty’. ‘My first child was born in 1927 
and we called him Christopher, and Anne was born in 1929’. 
Betty was crying now, and Basil put his arm around her 
shoulders. *Why are you crying?’ Jane asked, Betty pointed to the 
photo on the bookcase, Christopher was born in 1927 and Anne 
in 1929. Jane put her head in her hands and visibly shook with 
heavy sobbing. Later Jane opened her large handbag and took out 
a framed photograph and handed it to Betty, she wiped her eyes 
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to look at it; even the children were very similar in appearance to 
each other. Jane went to her handbag again and handed Betty 
some documents, ‘you will find a photograph of our father, a 
copy of your birth Certificate, and your Marriage Certificate and 
my Certificates as well!’ You will see his service number is on 
both birth Certificates’. 

‘And how did I find out?’ said Jane, ‘I was about to walk 
into Lyons Corner house in London, when a voice with a rather 
thick accent said ‘hello Elizabeth’, I was dumbfounded, I had 
never set eyes on this lady in my life, yet she knew my second 
name, I said to her I was sorry but I think you must have 
mistaken me for some one else; then she told me I was the double 
of a business friend in Cape town, I then asked if her second 
name was Jane, ‘it is definitely a “J” I have seen her sign her 
name several times’. ‘So I invited them to join me for tea’. Jane 
went on to tell Betty and Basil that the conversation was very 
enlightening, the fact that Elspeth could place the time of Betty’s 
arrival in Cape Town by the birth of her own youngest daughter 
in 1926. They had known Gerald for many years, and were most 
surprised that he returned with a new bride after so many years as 
a widower. 

So then Jane had gone to Somerset House and looked up 
the records for Betty and her Marriage and had manage to obtain 
copies of the relevant Certificates, and had decided to come to 
South Africa to find the woman who she believed to be her half 
sister. 

Elspeth had given her Betty’s address and Telephone number, 
and Jane had in fact arrived on the day after Basil on a different 
ship. 

: ‘As soon as I had booked into my hotel I telephoned you, 
and now here I am, you will see from father’s photo that we both 
favour him in looks’. ‘That is perfectly true said Betty, he was 
certainly a striking looking man’. ‘I do have some other photo’s 
back at the hotel, but I didn’t bring them in case my assumption’s 
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were completely wrong’. They had tea, and carried on talking for 
a while, Betty then said ‘we will take you back to the Hotel 
tonight, and if you like we will come an collect you tomorrow 
and you can stay here with us if you would like that’. Jane’s face 
lit up ‘ Oh yes please, if that is not inconvenient’. ‘Not at all, 
Betty replied, it will give us a chance to get to know each other, 
you might have to trail round the estate with me some days, but I 
expect I can find you some of my spare working clothes to save 
you spoiling yours, it does get dusty sometimes’. ‘Thank you 
Betty said Jane, I will look forward to that’. So Jane came to stay, 
but was a little shocked to find that Betty and Basil slept together. 
She mentioned it to Betty, who laughed, ‘when you already have 
two children together it’s a bit late for petty conventions, we are 
getting married in September, that is what we agreed when Basil 
stayed here over Christmas 1941, he was supposed to be going to 
Singapore, but due to the situation there, they were diverted to 
Egypt, and eventually stayed there’. Jane had a similar sense of 
humour to Betty, ‘so how did you manage your second child, 
down the Telephone?’ ‘Oh no, that would have been too easy, she 
said smiling, Basil came down to South Africa to learn to fly, and 
for some time was stationed only an hour away, so he came here 
most weekends’. 

Betty then asked her about her married life. She said that 
they had bought a house in Kensington, quite a modest but large 
enough to entertain as they were expected to do, and the children 
went to boarding school. In 1938 his father died, he was a real 
gentleman but was getting on in years, so no great surprise, he 
had married a younger woman when he was about 45, and she 
had sloped off when Gordon (Jane’s husband) had joined the 
Army. ‘So we had no real money worries, he was the only child, 
so everything was left to him, but the war came, and he went to 
France, but was killed on the beach at Dunkerque, I am still 
comfortably off, and the children are now off of my hands. I did 
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say I might be away for a while, it just depended on whether my 
hunch was correct or not’. 

Basil cabled Sophie and told her the date of the wedding, 
and added, (are you pregnant yet?) as a joke. Sophie replied three 
days later, telling him the date of arrival and also added (No but I 
aught to be!). 

Now the elder two children were home for the summer 
holidays from University and College. After being introduced to 
their new Aunt, they spent most of their time with Basil, taking 
nature notes, photographing and spotting species that they had not 
noticed before, when they were not with him, Basil was working 
on his large folder of notes and photographs, trying to get some 
more sense into a rough book form. He had cabled his publishers 
and enquired whether they were interested in another book, 
maybe two, the response had been encouraging, and so he had 
written a more explanatory letter to them and was awaiting a 
response. 

The date of the wedding was fast approaching (14" 
September), at the end of August Sophie and Gunther arrived, but 
insisted on staying in an Hotel, and the day before the wedding 
Elspeth and Stanley arrived to stay just for a couple of nights, 
Karl was away on a course and could not come, and Freddie and 
Ivy were also unable to attend. 

It was a small quiet affair, and after the wedding breakfast 
they all returned to the estate, Sophie was intrigued with Jane, 
apart from Betty’s now slightly greying hair, it was a job to tell 
them apart. Two days after the wedding, Basil persuaded Sophie 
and Gunther to come and stay at the estate and for a few days it 
was quite a party, Christopher and Anne had returned to their 
studies, and the elder of the other two John, had now started his 
education proper with a 3 days a week private tutor, the other two 
days Basil helped him out with a wide variety of lessons, 
especially learning about the world around him, and he really 
seemed to enjoy it. 
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At the end of September, the three visitors all left on the 
same ship, with Jane promising to visit Morton Hall before the 
winter, and this would bring a surprise to all. 

On January the 6" 1947 Basil received a cable from 
Sophie, ‘I have some rather strange news for you, Jane came here 
in October and stayed for about a week, on Friday the 3" of 
January Peter went off to work as usual and in the evening 
arrived back here with Jane and his children, the crafty pair had 
got married at Caxton Hall that morning. I had noticed that Peter 
seemed happier of late, but never dreamed that it had anything to 
do with Jane, so now you two really are part of the family. The 
feeling around the house is just one of happiness, I knew Jane 
thought a lot of Peter’s children, but she is ecstatic now, she 
fusses over them like a mother hen. Happy New Year. Sophie & 
Gunther’. 

Basil received a letter in February from Freddie and Ivy to 
say that they now had a little boy and called him Leslie James 
after Freddie’s Father, also that in the previous December flying 
had ceased at Silverstone, and the station had gone onto a “Care 
and Maintenance” status. He was leaving the service in March, 
and was to work as a research Physicist with a company near 
Towcester, he and Ivy hoped to visit Betty and Basil perhaps later 
in the year. Ivy was still helping out at the Hall, and also that 
Peter and Jane were very happy together. 

Over the next three years Basil and Betty expanded the 
business, the little “Tomtit’ aeroplane had been replaced by a 
much younger “Tiger Moth’, which Freddie had bought on 
Basil’s behalf at a Air Ministry sale, and shipped out to him with 
some spares, the wine side of the business was really thriving, 
and Peter Bevington was buying quite a large amount of it. So the 
connection between the estate and Bevington’s was again 
remade, although the goods now going in the opposite direction! 

Peter had restarted the business on a disused grass 
Airfield in the ‘Home Counties’, There were several of the 
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‘Blister’ type hangars there, and he soon made them into decent 
warehousing, and in 1949 had allowed the formation of an Aero 
club on the site, which gave extra income and also some new 
customers for the business from some of the businessmen who 
were member, which was no bad thing! 

Basil had a volume of “Basil’s African Pond” published 
and it was selling well, with the foreward explaining the this time 
the “pond” in this case was a small “Oxbow” in a river in South 
Africa! He had received quite a lot of mail via the publishers, 
from some very keen readers, who asked if it was possible to visit 
the site! Now, these people must be quite wealthy if they could 
afford to travel (from England mainly) to Cape Town to watch 
some birds and other wildlife, after some correspondence with 
several of the enquirers, he and Betty discussed whether it was 
financially wise to make some suitable accommodation on the 
estate to accommodate the interested parties, Betty suggested that 
they could extend the river house to accommodate more people, 
and now that potable water was being piped nearby for the 
livestock on that part of the estate, only a more up to date toilet 
and Bathroom system was required, and so they got their estate 
workers to build a new two storey wing, (much bigger than the 
original building) containing six bedrooms and two sitting rooms 
all with balconies overlooking the water, and a large dining area 
and new kitchen; and 3 shower / toilet rooms. It was quite an 
undertaking but was ready by the end of September for the South 
African summer season beginning around mid October. Basil told 
Betty that she would not see too much of him over the summer, 
depending on the clients needs, he would have to be a “Tour 
Guide”! She had realised this, but if it (a) gave some further 
income, and (b) if the clients liked their wine, Peter, and they in 
turn, stood to gain from it also. 

The first clients arrived on the 16"" of October; they had 
been warned in advance that they would not be staying at the 
Ritz, but that the accommodation would be clean and comfortable 


25] 


and that the food would be of good quality. This first batch of 
clients was obviously “gentlemen naturalists” although there 
were two women as well, who were independent of the men, but 
obviously knew their stuff! 

Betty had managed to obtain the services of a retired Hotel Chef, 
who provided his own assistants. After their two week stay, the 
first clients were all full of praise for the scheme, and several 
wanted to extend their stay, but as the rooms were fully booked 
until the following January, all Basil could suggest was that they 
find accommodation in Capetown, and come in Daily, and all 
they would be charged for was for meals, 4 agreed to do that and 
stayed another two weeks! After the remainder had returned to 
England, a few weeks later they received several cables asking 
for accommodation having been given praise by word of mouth 
of the earlier clients, and they remained fully booked from then 
on until mid March, by which time Basil had said that the 
weather would be too unpredictable after then. As it happened the 
weather was kind and everybody had an enjoyable time. The 
grape harvest had been good once more, and Jan said he doubted 
whether the wine store would be big enough, so once again the 
builders were busy, and built another storage shed next to the 
existing buildings 
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The passing of Betty 


For the next few years everything went well until one 
morning Betty complained of feeling unwell, she was at this time 
60 years of age, Basil called the Doctor, and he said first signs 
were that she was anaemic, but would like her to go into hospital 
for tests, and he took her himself in his car, Basil followed shortly 
afterwards, having contacted Christopher first, Anne worked on 
the estate of course, and accompanied him. First tests agreed with 
the Doctors original diagnosis, but the consultant was not happy 
and said that he had to carry out more tests. The family returned 
home, but at about 8pm they received a call to go to the Hospital 
again, when they arrived, the consultant took them to his office, ‘I 
am afraid I have some very grave news for you, about | hour ago 
Mrs Brown suffered a severe stroke, she is at the moment 
unconscious under sedation, but I must be honest, I hold out very 
little hope for her survival, her feeling of being unwell this 
morning I fear was a minor stroke, not enough to show any 
outward signs, she was slightly anaemic which is not uncommon 
in women her age’. ‘You may if you wish go to her bedside, and 
wait to see if there is any improvement’. The family walked 
silently to her room and sat and waited. At about 4 am she ceased 
breathing, Basil had lost his second wife in less than twenty 
years, Christopher drove the car home, Basil was too upset to 
drive, Anne comforted him but all he kept saying was ‘what will I 
tell the other two?’ 

The Funeral was held ten days later, there were many of 
their business acquaintances attending, and many tributes were 
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paid to Betty at the funeral, which didn’t help Basil’s misery, as 
the funeral service seemed to go on and on. At last the interment 
took place, Basil had thought that it would be fitting that she be 

buried alongside Gerald, and the two older children agreed. 

The family and friends mostly returned for a reception at 
the Oxbow estate, by mid afternoon the majority had departed, 
but one person who remained was Karl, Basil had not seen him 
for several years, but his parents urged him to come, they talked 
over the times that they were together, He was a squadron Leader 
now, but still on flying training: this seemed to take Basil’s mind 
off of things for a while, but at last all the guests had left. 


Two days later there was a telegram from the American 
Corporation that had tried to buy the Estate several times in the 
past. It gave their condolences on Betty’s passing, but then in 
typical American style returned to the matter in hand, the 
corporation once again would like to discuss the purchase of the 
Oxbow estate. First of all Basil discussed the matter with Anne, ‘I 
know that you have made plans to marry your fiancé sometime in 
the next 12 months, what is the time table for that?’ Anne replied 
‘that they had put it on hold because of her mothers sudden 
death’. ‘Would it make things easier if we were to sell up? You 
would not have the worries of the estate office, and you would be 
a wealthy woman in your own right, I know what they offered 
several years ago, and they must increase on that as we have 
expanded even more, to the tune of over a thousand acres! Think 
it over, and I will get Christopher to come over tonight and I will 
sound him out as well’. Christopher had finished University, 
Basil earlier had taught him to fly, and he had gained his private 
Pilots’ licence, and was now taking advanced flying training in 
preparation for a career in Aviation. ‘I wanted to ask your opinion 
on this telegram we received this morning’ and passed it to him. 
Christopher studied it for a few moments, ‘what do you think 
they will offer?’ “Since the last offer, we have grown by 
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something like another ten percent in area, and the profitability 
has really increased by around 30% in the last two years, with the 
larger area under Vines, and the increase in Livestock and the tea 
plantation on that new land we bought 5 years ago we are a very 
big player in several markets!’ ‘If we do sell, you will be a very 
wealthy young man, I have asked Anne for her opinion, 
especially as she had put her forthcoming marriage on hold, I 
know her fiancé was OK about it, he had said it would give them 
more money in the bank for a property’. Basil sent the maid to 
find Anne, when she arrived they sat and discussed it carefully. 
‘What will you do if we sell’ Anne asked Basil, ‘I have no 
immediate plans, I dare say I shall be asked to stay on for a while 
after the sale to break in the new managers or whatever’. ‘Will 
you go back to England?’ Christopher asked. ‘That is a very good 
question, I don’t honestly know, I will definitely go back for a 
holiday, I must see Sophie and Gunther again, Sophie is keeping 
well but getting older, she must be in her mid 60’s now’. ‘When I 
go I shall take the other two with me just for them to see the 
world, I shall I expect take a tutor for them’. 

Basil replied to the Americans, offering a meeting if they 
wished, but did not make it sound as if he was interested, a reply 
came swiftly asking for a meeting with their representative who 
was in Johannesburg, but would arrive at the estate the following 
Saturday. Basil confirmed that the arrangement was OK. 

A Mr H Cyril Kramer Jnr. duly arrived, and Basil outlined 
ail the land and facilities & crops and cattle stock, and presented 
him with an immaculate set of books which Anne had always 
kept up to date, the American wasted no time in putting his offer 
on the table after studying them for about an hour, he said rather 
tersely ‘if these are kosher, I am authorised to offer you the sum 
of,’ and he named a sum that took even Basil’s breath away, 
never mind the others, it amounted to several millions of 
American Dollars. He looked swiftly at the other two, and said 
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quietly, ‘If you care to take the Accounts with you, we will in our 
turn consider your offer!’ 

They discussed the offer amongst themselves over lunch, 
and decided to push for another two million on top of the offer, 
‘we might as well make a decent profit out of them if they are so 
keen to buy, at least we will not seem greedy!’ 

On Sunday afternoon they received a telephone call from 
Kramer, “his team’ were quite satisfied with the books, and could 
he call again Monday morning 9 am to discuss further? Basil 
agreed with a somewhat lack lustre voice ‘yes I suppose so’. 

He arrived bang on time, smiling broadly, “you don’t 
seem too keen to do this deal’ he remarked to Basil, ‘well it is our 
home, and our living’. ‘A very good living if I may say so, the 
books are in a super shape, who is your book keeper?’ Basil 
motioned in Ann’s direction, ‘If this sale goes through would you 
consider continuing in your present position?’ he said looking at 
her‘ That could be a little awkward as I am at this time a 
shareholder of the company’. ‘That would be no problem, would 
you at least stay on at an agreed salary for six months, to break in 
a new book keeper to your way of doing the accounts, it is a most 
excellent method’. Basil interjected at that point, ‘you speak as 
though the deal is already done, but we wish to know what your 
plans are for the Oxbow estate?’ ‘Initially to run it exactly as it is, 
said Kramer, for at least a couple of years until we have a firm 
grasp on the markets and the way of doing business here, this our 
first venture into South Africa in this field’. Kramer continued, 
‘so have you made a decision on our offer?’ ‘We the directors 
feel that at least another $2 million dollars would seal the deal’. 
Kramer, looked at Basil, “you sure are a smart operator, we 
approached you in a hostile bid for the Company, and now you 
want to bleed us white?’ ‘I don’t see that really, we were going 
along nicely, making as you said a good living out of it, and then 
someone comes and ‘messes’ with us, to use a stateside phrase, 
so we feel that if we do sell, then we get the most we can out of 
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the deal, agreed?’ ‘Every inch of the way, Kramer replied, OK 
you have an extra two million, do we have a deal?’ Basil looked 
at the others, and they both nodded, ‘OK subject to agreement on 
terms and time’ said Basil. 

‘The terms are simple, said Kramer if we sign today; we 
will put the payment into your bank within 7 days, you have 
tenancy of the house here for six months, your book keeper will 
remain for six months as agreed’. ‘All employees will remain in 
their positions with full security for the same period, we see no 
reason that any one would be asked to leave, you have not started 
a new employee for almost 2 years, so obviously they are all 
satisfactory; He rambled on for about another 30 minutes, ‘so if 
that is satisfactory shall we sign now?’ Basil looked at him 
through slitted lids, ‘now you know better than that, make out the 
contract but leave out the money amount, but give me a copy of 
the updated offer, and I will put it past our lawyer in case there is 
anything that does not agree with South African law, OK?’ 
‘Certainly, I don’t want to fall foul of the laws in this country, 
although our Attorney says that there is no problem, I will do that 
all now, do you have a typist available?’ ‘Ann here will do that 
for you’ replied Basil. 

Kramer stayed for lunch, and then they all went to the 
Company’s Lawyers office. It took only 15 minutes for the 
Lawyer to read through the documents “small print”, he was quite 
happy with it all, do you want to sign it in my presence, and I will 
sign as a witness?’ Basil and Kramer both agreed, all was signed 
and Kramer put in the figures afterwards, “best not to let your 
attorney see the amount, he might charge you a lot extra’ he said 
winking at Basil. 
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Full Circle 

When the trio had returned to the house, Christopher 
asked Basil again what his plans were for the future. ‘As I said 
before I have been thinking about a visit to England, and to take 
the other two with me, would you mind?’ both said that they 
quite understood, and they would both like to go sometime and 
visit the place where their mother had come from. Next morning 
Basil went into Cape Town, and went into a travel agents office, 
he enquired about flights to the UK, He asked the Manager if he 
would pencil in a flight for up to four people for two weeks time, 
this was agreed but he only had 48 hours before having to 
confirm the booking. On returning to the house he called the 
Nanny into the office, ‘I don’t suppose for one minute that you 
have a passport?’ the Nanny looked at him in amazement, ‘why 
would I have need of a passport?’ Basil smiled at her, ‘well if you 
wanted to go to England you would need one wouldn’t you?’ Her 
eyes opened wide in surprise, ‘you want me to go to England?’ ‘I 
am going to England shortly, and I shall be taking the boys with 
me, I would be pleased if you agreed to accompany us’. 

The nanny did not know what to say, Basil told her to sit 
down at the desk opposite him; he pulled an application form 
from a desk drawer, and proceeded to ask her the questions on the 
form. He asked if she had a copy of her birth certificate and she 
nodded. ‘If you will let me have it today, we will get your 
passport in a couple of days, you will have to come with me 
tomorrow to get the photos taken for it. ‘Thank you so much for 
asking me, when does the ship sail?’ ‘There is no ship, we shall 
be flying there!’ Her face fell, ‘I don’t think I should like flying’. 
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Basil thought for a moment, ‘I'll tell you what we will do, come 
with me’, and he led her to the master bedroom, she looked a 
little frightened, but Basil went to what had been Betty’s 
wardrobe, and took out her flying jacket and helmet, ‘You 
already have slacks on, put this jumper and jacket on’. Basil then 
went to his wardrobe and got out his Irvine jacket and helmet and 
put the jacket on. He led her out of the house and across to the 
small hangar where the Tiger Moth was kept, he opened the doors 
and motioned her to sit on a chair. He then went through his pre- 
flight checks, checked the fuel and then gently pushed it out onto 
the concrete apron. Basil had rigged up a device that enabled him 
to start up and then get into the aircraft without it running off 
without him, in was simple enough, he had made an extra piece 
on the tail skid which latched into a matching plate that dropped 
into a hole in the concrete when not in use, 

A pin attached to a cord that ran up to a handle in the cockpit, one 
pull and the catch released the pin secured the two pieces. He 
then motioned Diana the nanny to come across and climb the 
small steps and enter the front cockpit, strapped her in, and put 
the helmet on her and plugged in the intercom. ‘When you want 
to talk to me just press this button and then release it so I can talk 
to you, OK’ she nodded looking really scared to death. Basil 
prepared for starting, and after tuning the engine over, leant in 
and switched on the magneto’s; at the second pull of the propeller 
the engine sprung into life he got in strapped himself in, and 
pulled the pin handle, ‘OK’ he asked Diana, a very small voice 
replied ‘I think so’. He then taxied the plane across the grass, and 
looking at the windsock turned it into wind and gently took off 
after a short run, he turned gently to port in a wide sweep and 
then circled the house, ‘Look to your left, there is the house’ he 
told Diana pointing with his left hand. This time he got a stronger 
reply ‘it’s wonderful, I can see right over to the river and there is 
the Nature Centre over there’, Basil climbed steadily for a few 
minutes and then levelled out ‘I will show you the estate from the 
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air’. And he then pointed out various places that he knew she had 
been with the family but only seen from ground level. After about 
an hour he said that they had better return as cook would have the 
lunch ready, Diana replied ‘I could stay up here all day, it is 
wonderful’. As they returned he said to her ‘do you know where 
that is?’ And pointed to a small house in a field. ‘I have no Idea’ 
she replied. ‘That is your mothers house!’ they landed and taxied 
into the Hangar, Basil helped her out, ‘now that was not too bad 
was it?’ ‘I am absolutely thrilled with that, thank you so much’. 
‘You won’t need a flying jacket in an airliner, you will be warm 
and cosy and sit in a comfortable seat’. 

After Diana had her passport photo’s taken Basil took her 
shopping, “you will need some winter clothing, and you might as 
well have some decent outfits anyway, in a few months I regret 
that we shall have to part company, we have sold the estate, and 
the children are growing up fast, I don’t know whether I shall 
stay here or return permanently to England’. Some days later the 
manager of the their bankers phoned to ask if the whole family 
could attend a meeting to disburse the funds amongst the 
Members named on the agreement. Basil enquired of the manager 
if the younger two children need attend, as their funds were to be 
put in trust. He agreed that this would be OK. The three main 
shareholders met at the bank one afternoon, and as all the details 
had been already agreed with the bank, it was quite a painless 
process, requiring mainly signatures, the Oxbow estate (E J 
Wright & Co holdings) account was to be left open to cover any 
outstanding debts or incoming payments (although Ann was 
unaware of any debts, so tight was her book keeping) and to 
cover wages until the end of the month. Ann would deal with 
these items in co-operation with the bank, and when all payments 
had been met, the account would close and the balance would be 
divided between the three of them as previously agreed. 

Basil & the children accompanied by Diana took off for 
England on a BOAC flight, it was quite a slow journey, and there 
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were refuelling stops of course, which gave passengers time to 
stretch their legs and buy souvenir items from the airports they 


called at, although many were businessmen, and would not bother 
with that kind of thing. 
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Home again 


When they arrived in London, the limousine that Basil 
had booked for the journey to Morton Hall was waiting for them. 
The journey was pleasant, and took less than two hours, Basil 
instructing the driver on some short cuts as they neared the 
village. Sophie was waiting to welcome them, the children were 
not really old enough to have remembered her at the wedding, but 
Diana had been the nanny then, and Sophie greeted her with 
equal enthusiasm, Basil thought how well she looked for her age. 
They were ushered into the house, and Sophie led them into the 
large sitting room. ‘Lunch will be ready in about 30 minutes, 
would you like a sherry or a cup of tea?’ She asked looking at 
Basil & Diane, they both said ‘Tea please’. ‘I will get the children 
a soft drink, will that be all right?’ the children nodded shyly. The 
maid arrived with the drinks, It was Ivy, ‘well, said Basil, I didn’t 
expect to see you here, has Freddie kicked you out?’ Sophie and 
Ivy both burst out laughing, Ivy said ‘I help Sophie out at odd 
times now that Leslie is at school, and Sophie asked me specially 
to help out today as you were coming home!’ ‘I am only visiting 
for a while, not staying permanently’ he replied. He introduced 
Ivy to Diana, telling her she that was the children’s nanny / 
companion. Ivy gave Basil a rather sly look and winked, but Basil 
shook his head. 

After lunch they went to their rooms, Ivy and the full time 
maid had unpacked all their clothes and put them away, and Basil 
had suggested the they all had a lay down for an hour, but then 
changed his mind, and said that they should go for a walk first, to 
let the meal go down. He took them first round to the stable yard 
and pointed up to where he and his parents had lived, then across 
the grounds to the lake, after walking around the lake he 
considered that they had walked enough, and the children were 
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visibly shattered. Basil stayed to chat for a few minutes to Sophie 
before going to his room, ‘I hope you are not going sleepwalking 
whilst you are here’ she said grinning, ‘now then Sophie, Diana is 
an employee, and there is nothing further from my mind, I have 
come here for a holiday and to get over Betty’s death, She has 
only been dead for a month. ‘I’m sorry Basil; I was only making 
fun of you I never thought about that. ‘Where is Gunther by the 
way?’ Basil asked. ‘Oh he will be back soon; he has gone to a 
Rose grower near St Albans to sort out some roses for next 
summer. 

Basil went up to his room, he slept for a while, and then 
suddenly awoke from a vivid dream, he was flying a Mosquito, 
and then this Australian voice said ‘G’day Cobber’, and: 
immediately he thought of Bill & Wendy. (‘Oh Lord, she is the 
last person I should be thinking about at this moment, but there 
again I would like to see my son’) He had written and told Wendy 
of Betty’s death, but had not had a reply before he had left for 
London. Basil had managed to hire a car, and took Diana and the 
children to places that he thought might be of interest to them, 
also as there were no longer any horses at the Hall, he had 
managed to hire a couple of quiet horses and two ponies for the 
Children (who both rode at home). Sophie got one of her retired 
farm hands to look after them for the time they were there. Basil 
remembered him from his childhood; he was a stockman on the 
estate all his working life. Peter and Jane came to stay one 
weekend, and Freddie and Ivy also; Diana looked after all the 
children with great joy, especially Leslie who had only just 
started school. It was a bit like old times; Basil had brought some 
photo albums of the life on the Oxbow, and of course Freddie and 
Basil were reminiscing over old times in the RAF. 

After Freddie and Ivy had gone home on Sunday evening, 
Peter and Basil were sitting in the conservatory having a Coffee, 
when Peter dropped a bombshell, ‘Jane doesn’t much like living 
here, we have bought a reasonable property near our Business 
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premises, and it is only twenty minutes on the train into London, 
not that we live the high life, but we do like to see the occasional 
show or film, don’t take this the wrong way, but if mother wasn’t 
living here I would sell up, lock stock and barrel’. What do you 
think it s worth then?’ Basil asked nonchalantly. ‘I don’t really 
know, agricultural land is not fetching much money at all these 
days’ he replied. ‘If I remember, said Basil, the estate is about 
2000 acres now, how many farms are still let?’ “Only one now, 
the Farm across near where Chapel Green used to be, before they 
built the airfield’ ‘OK let us be hypothetical, if I wanted to buy it 
and let Sophie and Gunther have part of the house Gratis for life, 
that would get you out of a hole with Jane!’ ‘Do you have that 
sort of money then?’ Peter replied with surprise in his voice ‘I am 
sure I could buy this estate and more if I wanted!’ ‘OK then 
you’re on’ I will get the estate valued, but say nothing to Sophie 
or Jane, how long are you staying?’ ‘It’s open ended really, at 
least another month, or so’. 

10 days later Peter phoned Basil at the Hall, I have had 
the valuation come today, my Valuer says it is worth £25,000’. 
Basil replied, ‘I too have had it valued, my man says £22,500’. 
Peter muttered to himself down the phone. Then Basil said ‘not 
pushing it, but you then have your mother off of your hands’. 
After a pause Peter answered, ‘OK, I will go with £22,500. 

It took about three weeks to get all the paperwork sorted, 
Sophie was quite happy with the forthcoming new arrangements. 
Meanwhile, without telling Diana Basil had enquired of the 
authorities what problems there would be if he wanted to bring 
the children’s nanny into the country on a semi permanent basis, 
the reply was that as she was already employed by him they saw 
no obstructions. However when Basil approached her on the 
matter, Diana said that as her mother was getting on in years she 
felt that she aught to be around for her, and also she had been 
approached by the new company to stay with them, as when Basil 
left as there would be a position for her as a “child carer” as they 
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phrased it. Basil said that he quite understood, and was not 
offended in any way; he only wanted to repay her for the loyalty 
she had given to the family over many years. 

At last the documents were all duly signed and the money 
changed hands, Basil was well satisfied with the deal. Before he 
returned to South Africa Basil engaged a local agricultural 
contractor to sort out the southern half of the Park, and level it out 
and return it to pasture land. Peter came to visit before he left, 
and said quietly ‘none of my business really, but where did you 
get that kind of cash from?’ ‘What I have not told anyone here 
yet is that we have sold the Oxbow estate, totalling over 10.000 
acres, and as a 51% shareholder I am rather well off!’ He then 
gave Peter the name of the Corporation, and said no doubt they 
would be in contact with him shortly. 

On their return to Cape Town, Basil had only 4 weeks to 
sort out he house and clear up his own personal affairs which 
were very little really, he sold the horses for a good price, the 
Rolls which although still immaculate but rather long in the tooth, 
he gave to Christopher, who told Basil he was going to ask him to 
sell it to him, ‘it is more your property than mine’. He gave Ann 
an equivalent sum of the value of the Rolls as given to him by the 
local dealer. He called a family conference on the following 
Sunday. ‘OK everyone, I have an announcement to make, Chris 
& Ann, you can now visit Morton Hall whenever you like’. 
‘Why? Because I have bought the estate outright, it is of course 
nowhere near as big as Oxbow, only one fifth the size, but I don’t 
think I shall be farming it, I shall rent the land out to local 
farmers, with riding rights of course!’ ‘How far is it from 
London?’ asked Christopher, ‘roughly 60 miles from central 
London or an hour and a half by car’. 

One last thing that Basil did was to purchase Diana’s 
mothers small holding in Diana’s name, he asked her to come 
with him to the old Company Solicitors one morning, ‘I want you 
to sign some papers for me please,’ said the Solicitor, ‘what are 


Bh 


they for?’ Diana asked warily. Basil placed a hand on her arm, 
‘you remember when I took you up in the aeroplane before we 
went to England and I shower your mothers place from the air?’ 
She nodded, ‘well I have bought the property in your name, and if 
you sign this document that will mean you will have property and 
as your mother is as you have said is getting on in years she will 
not have any worries about having to leave when she can no 
longer earn her living and no doubt you will take on the work at 
that time’. ‘There is also a cheque for the equivalent of £2000 
sterling, which I suggest you put away to grow, and of course to 
do any work that may need to be done on the property’. Diana 
burst into tears, and put her arms around Basil’s neck and kissed 
his cheek, then composing herself she took the pen proffered by 
Basil and signed the document. As Basil drove her back to the 
Oxbow she turned to him and again with tears in her eyes said ‘I 
know now why “missus Betty” loved you so much’. 

At last the sad day came, he had left the elder two to take 
any of the contents of the house that they wished, Ann taking 
most of it for the house her and her fiancé had recently bought, 
Christopher took a few items that he wanted just as keepsakes, he 
at this time had not a lot of interest in girls, but Basil thought to 
his self, (I bet he will soon, when he gets to know the “Trolley 
Dollies” when he starts his Airline career). 

The flight was uneventful, and once again a Chauffeured 
hire car awaited them at the airport to take him and the children 
to Morton Hall. 

Before leaving the Hall last time Basil had ordered a new 
Bentley saloon car, this had now arrived and was in the Motor 
house under dust sheets, he had ordered an ‘off the shelf? model 
as a coach built car would have been up to a years wait for 
delivery. He had also ordered a mid range Humber as every day 
transport and that too had arrived. 
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. He had inspected the work of the agricultural 
contractors, and found on the whole the work was very 
satisfactory, the contractor had hired one of the large American 
Graders that were used to make large flat expanses for airfields 
etc., and now the grass seed had just been sown and the waiting 
began. The north side of the Park was quite satisfactory, having 
always been grazing land, and was in good condition, he decided 
therefore to continue for a while with the stock side of the 
farming that existed, and retain the 2 stockmen. 

After a few months and Wendy’s mail having at last 
caught up with him, he decided to telephone her one Thursday 
evening. Wendy answered the phone, ‘Hello?’ ‘Hello Wendy, 
how are you’, ‘Basil where are you?’ ‘At home of course’, a 
pause, and then ‘you do you mean in Cape Town?’ Basil 
chuckled, ‘no, at Morton Hall, England’. ‘Stop joking Basil’. 
What are you doing Saturday, he asked, would you like to come 
for the weekend? I can pick you up Friday evening’. Wendy 
gasped, ‘you really are in England then?’ Most certainly am, I 
have left South Africa, and brought the Kids over here, the 
youngest two that is!’ Wendy said ‘wait a minute’, and he could 
hear muffled voices. ‘What time would you come for me, I am 
not working tomorrow, so anytime would be OK’, ‘how about 
10-30?’ ‘Yes that would be OK, will you be bringing the children 
with you?’ Basil said that that was his intention, and it would be 
nice for the 3 children to get to know each other’. 

Basil made sure that the children were up early, and they 
left about 8-30 for Essex. Traffic was fairly light, he had written 
out a route and gave it to John to read out for him, with mileage 
notes so that Basil could keep his eye on the odometer, they 
arrived just after 10-30, but it had been a good trip. “Lecherous 
Lottie” greeted him at the door, saw the two children with him, 
and said ‘you certainly know how to do it’ giving him a sly wink. 
She had aged since he had last seen her, they went into the house, 
Reggie came in from the garden, ‘hello Basil boy’ he said airily, 
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holding out his hand ‘nice to see you again, it’s been too long’, 
‘Yes it has been a while, it has been a busy few years one way 
and another’. Reggie asked Basil if he was ‘staying long over 
here’, ‘I now live here permanently, I have bought a house, and 
am doing some farming’. Reg looked stunned, ‘Oh I thought you 
were here on holiday, not here for good!’ Wendy then appeared 
with William, she gave Basil a hug and a gentle kiss on the 

cheek, and Basil remembered that last time he was here he had to 
fight her off, they bid Reggie & Lottie goodbye, and said “see you 
Sunday afternoon!’ 

They arrived just after one pm, ‘We shall get told off for 
being late Dadda’ said John, ‘Never mind, remember I am the 
boss now’ he said laughing loudly. Sophie appeared at the front 
door as Wendy whispered ‘is this your place now?’ Basil 
whispered back ‘yes, do you like it’. Lunch was a boisterous 
affair, the three children had hit it off straight away and had been 
larking around all the way back, but then Sophie gave them all 
one of her severe looks and Gunther grinned, but silence reigned 
once more. It was a lovely autumn day, bright sunshine and 
almost no clouds in the sky, Basil suggested that they all go for a 
walk, Sophie made her excuses, and Gunther said he had work to 
do in the greenhouse, Basil looked at Sophie slyly, but she said ‘I 
am going to help in the kitchen!’ 

Basil took them first for a walk around the house and 
Gardens, and then down the drive and into the village, Wendy 
remarked that it was a pretty village, although it was more or less 
one long street, except some new houses to the rear of the 
Vicarage. Then they returned to the house where Basil took them 
round to the kitchen door, and walked in, ‘hello Edith, have you 
got the kettle on?’ ‘Don’t I always have it on the go, my husband 
says he can always get a cup of tea at home as the kettle is always 
on when I am there’. Basil introduced the two women to each 
other, and William too and Edith turned to Basil and raised her 
eyebrows. 


274 


Later Sophie said to Wendy ‘be a love and give me a hand 
with the afternoon tea, Edith is off now until tomorrow’. Wendy 
followed the older woman out of the Conservatory, the late 
autumn sun was just starting to vanish around the corner of the 
house, ‘John please go down to the kitchen and ask Aunt Sophie 
to bring the tea to the big lounge’ ‘OK Dadda’ he replied and 
went off. Basil took the other two up to the lounge, and put on the 
Television, “Andy Pandy” was just coming on the screen; the 
Hall being high up, the reception was excellent. 

Later that evening after the children were tucked up in bed 
(William had insisted on sleeping with John in his bed). The four 
adults settled down for an evening of general conversation, 
Gunther poured everyone a sherry, and the main conversation for 
a start was Basil updating Wendy with every thing that had 
happened in Cape Town over the past few years, Sophie asked 
Wendy if she played Cribbage, as the answer was to the 
affirmative, she got out the cards and they played for a couple of 
hours, Basil and Wendy taking the honours. Sophie looked at the 
clock ‘Come on Wendy, let us girls go and make some Cocoa’. 
Basil asked Gunther if he was enjoying living in England 
permanently, he replied that he could not have gone back to live 
in Germany after all that had happened there, but he and Sophie 
had visited his mother in Dusseldorf just before she passed away. 
‘At least I didn’t have it on my conscience that I had not made 
my peace with her, we had been writing since the end of the war, 
but I could not afford to go, but my lovely Sophie paid for 
everything, and even paid for her funeral and a monument’. 
‘What of your father’ Basil asked, ‘he was killed in 1945 when 
Hitler was so desperate he was forcing old men and schoolboys to 
fight the Russians, a terrible, terrible waste of life’. Meanwhile in 
the kitchen, the women were having a chat, sitting either side of 
the AGA, ‘I have to ask you; is you little boy Basil’s child, he 
looks so much like him?’ ‘I won’t deny it, I have never stopped 
loving Basil since we first met, for a long while we were just 
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companions, we played Tennis, and I used to stay at his 
apartment in Cairo, in another room, although I wanted him from 
the start’. ‘And then’ asked Sophie, ‘when his parents died, Basil 
was a mess, he was almost on the verge of a breakdown, he was 
eventually persuaded by me and his superior officer to see the 
station medical officer’. ‘He diagnosed depression, and sent for 
me, and asked what our relationship was, I told him that we were 
close friends, but that was all, and it was true at that time’. ‘He 
arranged for me to fly on the same aircraft as Basil to this remote 
RAF station in the Sudan, but he was not to see me until we 
arrived’. ‘Then what?’ ‘It was quite funny really, I gave the 
station second in command a letter from the M.O. he read it and 
burst it laughing, he had asked for us to be accommodated in 
adjacent rooms as I was looking after his welfare and was to 
administer the supply of drugs for him, only to be told that 
everyone lived in tents there, all they could offer was a tent with a 
canvas division down the middle!’ Sophie giggled like a 
schoolgirl, go on then’. ‘I think after one day that came down and 
then one morning we went swimming, and we had no swimming 
kit, so Basil wore his underpants and I my knicks, but took my 
shirt off, and as you can see I don’t need a Bra’, Basil got quite 
uptight when I stood up out of the water, and he asked me to keep 
them hidden’. Wendy then described what occurred later on, and 
then that night in the apartment before she left, ‘I put my hands 
up for that, it was deliberate and calculated, I wanted to have a 
baby by Basil, after Basil found out, it was OK, he had let it go 
then as he wanted me as much as I him’. ‘After my husbands 
accident and death, my parents asked me about William and I told 
them about Bill and about Basil, and when Basil visited us, my 
parents both thanked him profusely for their Grandson’. ‘There is 
a connecting door between his bedroom and yours, I did that 
deliberately in case you wanted to visit’. Wendy replied ‘I think 
after last time he stayed with us, I shall let him make the first 
move, it is not very long since Betty died, and I feel I would be 
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betraying his trust if I made the first move, even though I love 
him so dearly’ The girls returned to the lounge with Cocoa, and 
Cheese and crackers, ‘we thought’you had gone to pick the cocoa 
beans’ said Basil. 

‘Girlie talk, sorry about that’ said Sophie gleefully. Basil 
made his excuses and took his cocoa off to bed with him, once 
there he read for a while until his drink was finished, undressed 
and climbed into bed. Leaving the light on to read a little longer, 
he heard a knock on the connecting door, ‘come in’ he called 
softly, Wendy came in, in her night clothes and dressing gown, ‘I 
saw the light under the door so guessed you were not asleep’. 
Basil replied ‘that’s OK, I am trying to finish reading this book’. 
‘May I sit on the bed for a minute or two?’ Wendy enquired. 
Basil said that was OK. She then asked him how he came to now 
own the Hall, So Basil told her all about the sale of the Oxbow 
estate, and then finding out that Peter’s new wife did not like 
living “in the country” as it was not convenient for the London 
theatres, and no doubt her old friends. ‘I asked Peter how much 
he wanted for the estate, he had it valued as did I, and my 
valuation was lower, so putting the squeeze on him a bit by 
saying that it would remove the responsibility of looking after 
Sophie, and that she and Gunther could see out their days here, he 
of course then accepted my offer’. ‘So what are you going to do 
with the estate?’ ‘Not quite sure yet, I am going to continue with 
beef production as it is at present, on the north side of the Park, 
and I have had the south side which had been ploughed up during 
the war, levelled off and sown with grass to make pasture again’. 
‘Apart from that I shall I think live the life of an English 
gentleman!’ Wendy looked at him in some surprise, “I suppose 
you will have lots of young ladies around to “ahem” keep you 
amused, and serve your needs!’ she said a little sarcastically, 
‘why should I want to do that?’ ‘Well now that you have lost 
Betty you do not have a woman in your life, and I know YOU 
cannot live the life of a Monk!’ ‘Very true, said Basil, but I have 
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to get rid of this dream that keeps re-occurring since I returned to 
England’. ‘What dream is that?’ asked Wendy.’Tthe first part is; I 
am flying my Mosquito, and an Australian voice comes over the 
radio “G’day Cobber”! The second part is; I am in the transport 
section at an airfield, someone asks me if I was the Pilot who 
flew in the injured man the day before, and then they tell me it 
was your Bill!’ ‘How do the two parts fit together?’ She asked. 
‘We were met by an Australian escort over the “Western 
approaches” and they were the first words we heard, the second is 
rather obvious after that’. Wendy nodded, ‘you poor dear Basil, 
what have I let you in for?’ ‘It’s not your fault, it is more a guilty 
conscience than anything else’. Basil replied. Wendy turned 
towards Basil and threw her arms around his neck and held him 
to her, ‘please don’t feel that way, I was the one who was wrong, 
my love for him was almost gone, and when I met you I was lost 
completely, I often cried myself to sleep for the want of you, and 
when you kept me at a distance I only agreed with you because of 
my love for you!’ Basil looked at her with surprise and 
compassion, he had not realised how strong her love had been. 
‘And now?’ He said softly. ‘Why do you think I never bothered 
with anyone else all these years?’ Basil pulled her closer, ‘so, you 
think I would prefer a horde of scantily clad young girls, rather 
than someone who I love dearly, so you are saying you would not 
want to live here with me?’ Wendy burst into tears, ‘are you 
saying what I think you are saying?’ 

‘What I am saying is, I find I have had to put my life into 
compartments, firstly there was my darling Gwenny, I thought I 
would never recover from her passing, but eventually I did. Then 
there was Betty, I must be quite honest with you, although Betty 
and I eventually married, and I loved her children as well as our 
own, I always felt that her side of the relationship was more lust 
than actual love’. ‘I know it sounds hard saying that, as for 
myself, when I went there in 1941 she relieved my long period of 
suffering over Gwenny, but if she had not come into my bedroom 
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that night I would never, I am sure approached her for 
lovemaking, she was 19 years older than me, I had known her all 
my life as a servant of the Bevington’s until she married, had 
never been with a man before, and I felt 15 years after her 
marriage was still trying to recapture a lost early womanhood’. 
‘So what are you saying Basil, you have now put her into another 
compartment?’ Basil thought for a few moments, ‘I will have to 
eventually but with a conscience, I married her, before the 
marriage at my insistence really, we took advice on the financial 
side of the estate, and in the end agreed how it should be shared 
out amongst the family, my two have theirs in trust, and her two 
have been paid their share as agreed, they are two rather wealthy 
young people, but very sensible too!’ ‘And yourself?’ Said 
Wendy. Basil tapped his nose, “you might find out later!’ Wendy 
lay in his arms now, ‘so what compartment have you in mind for 
me, put her out for the refuse collection, she’s a has-been in my 
life?’ ‘That all depends on you, if you fancy following Sophie as 
President of the local W.I.; be the local Squire’s Lady and drive 
about in a nice car, sleep with a man you really love, so you tell 
me! Or just marry me for my money, it’s up to you!’ 

Wendy looked at Basil in disbelief, ‘are you saying that 
you do want me after all, I can’t quite take it all in, excuse me for 
a moment I have to go to my room for a minute!’ and she got off 
of the bed and crossed to the connecting door, went through and 
closed it. Basil lay back in the bed musing to him self, J wonder 
what she will come up with next, is she packing, and will want me 
to take her home tonight? Women, they are so unpredictable! Or 
will she come back and say ‘if you think I only want you for your 
money I’m off! 

Five minutes later she returned, closed the door and sat 
back on the bed. ‘Now young Basil, let us get things straight, a 
few minutes ago when I was in here you said some rather strange 
things’. ‘Were you proposing marriage to me in a roundabout sort 
of way?’ Basil grinned ‘whatever made you think that, and 
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suppose I was, what would your answer have been?’ At this 
remark, she stood up, looked him straight in the eye, walked 
round to the opposite side of the bed, flicked her shoulders and 
shook her dressing gown of and stood there naked in front of him, 
‘what the hell do think I would have said, let’s have a shag to 
celebrate’, and with that she pulled back the covers and slid into 
the bed, ‘Come on Brown, get those ‘Jim-jams’ off. They 
snuggled up like old times, Wendy caressed him slowly, ‘let’s 
take our time darling; Basil responded likewise, when they were 
getting to the point of entry Wendy said ‘I know you don’t like 
using a ‘Johnnie’ but I promise these are not ‘doctored’, ‘OK’ he 
said, and she reached out to the bedside cabinet on her side where 
she had secreted some earlier in the evening, and after quickly 
applying one they slipped into a rapturous joining of bodies. 
After a joyful night, they awoke at almost 8 am. Wendy 
spoke first ‘now where do we go from here?’ Basil’s reply was 
rather slow in coming, after some thought he said ‘I don’t know 
what you’re thinking, but for decencies sake I think we should 
play at being close friends for a while, just to keep it from my 
step children in South Africa for a few months, will that be all 
right with you?’ Wendy’s answer was immediate ‘I was going to 
suggest the same thing myself’. ‘Perhaps in a while we can ask 
Lottie and Reg to come up for a weekend and make our 
engagement official’. “Yes that would be nice’ replied Wendy. 


The children were already eating their breakfast when 
Wendy appeared, Sophie raised her eyebrows questioningly at 
Wendy, Wendy nodded ‘good, said Sophie, I’m glad for you 
both’. When Basil came into the room, Sophie gave him one of 
her sunny smiles and then looked away. He frowned not knowing 
what it was for until he looked at Wendy, who was blushing 
slightly, Basil winked at her. Sophie smiled, ‘I saw that young 
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man, a wink’s as good as a nod in my book’, ‘and you should 
know’ replied Basil laughingly. Later Basil ‘phoned the car 
insurance company and had Wendy’s name added to the 
Humber’s insurance to enable her to drive it. Later, when Basil 
and Sophie were alone for a few minutes, Sophie said ‘Wendy 
and I had a chat last night in the kitchen as you know, so I know 
most things, she loves you so much’, ‘and I her’ said Basil, ‘ask 
her what I said about Betty and I, you might be surprised’, just 
then Wendy came in and she and Basil went off, ‘you’re sure you 
don’t mind having the children Sophie?’ Basil asked her, as they 
left ‘of course not, makes me feel younger!’ she replied. 

They drove into Northampton, and after parking the Car 
they went into H.Samuels the jewellers, after some suggestions 
from Basil, Wendy chose an engagement ring, Basil wrote out a 
cheque for it and arranged to collect the following week as it 
needed making slightly smaller. They returned to the Hall for 
lunch, but afterwards Basil asked Wendy if she could ride a 
horse, ‘I haven’t ridden anything apart from you since I was 
about 14 years old, why?’ ‘I wondered if you fancied a ride out 
for an hour or so’. ‘I have never ridden a full size horse, I only 
ever rode ponies’. Basil found Sophie, ‘have you got a pair of 
Jodhpurs?’ ‘Yes Does Wendy want to borrow a pair?’ “Yes 
please’ said Basil. Once they were suitably dressed he took 
Wendy round to the stable yard, he had asked the old stockman to 
bring the horses and ponies in, in case they were needed. He 
saddled up the two horses, he gave Wendy the slightly smaller 
mount, a mare, and he took the gelding, he had ridden them both 
regularly over the past three months, and found them excellent 
mounts, but both could gallop if required; leaving the stable yard 
they walked their mounts quietly across the home paddocks, out 
into the Park proper. ‘Are you OK he asked’, ‘Fine thanks, I will 
get used to the height off of the ground in a while, considering 
how long it is since I last rode, I feel quite good’. They continued 
across the grass until they reached the Wicken road here they 
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crossed over into the woodland, and walked gently along the 
riding, ‘I think perhaps we should go back before you get a sore 
rear end’ he commented. ‘I am fine at the moment, no discomfort 
at all’. ‘Even so we must not take chances said Basil’, so they 
turned back and crossed the road again, and then Basil said ‘if 
you want to try a gentle trot the mare will be OK’. Wendy gave 
her a gentle touch just with her knees and she responded 
immediately, breaking into a smooth trot, Wendy unconsciously 
moved into a gentle rise and fall action and the mare obviously 
accepted her action. Basil followed closely in case the she took 
exception but all was well, and they slowed to a walk at the 
entrance to the paddocks, and returned to the yard. After 
unsaddling and wiping the ‘Tack’ down, the old stockman 
appeared and gave the horses a brisk rub down and put them back 
into their loose boxes. ‘Has William ever ridden?’ Basil asked, 
‘only on a Donkey at a Fete’ she replied. ‘Both the others have 
ridden since they were little, we will give him a go in the morning 
if he wants to’. Next morning they put William on to the smaller 
of the two ponies and after about an hour both Basil and Wendy 
were exhausted trotting up and down the paddock leading the 
pony, but William didn’t want to get off, so telling him not to do 
anything silly let him walk the pony on his own with John riding 
at his side on his own pony. Around mid-morning the pony had 
had enough and was being a little stubborn, so Basil said that it 
would soon be time for ‘elevenses’ and they had to put the ponies 
away, so William then relented and slid off the pony. The two 
boys really got on well, and again they shared a bed. The four 
adults then played a game of Monopoly, Gunther had never 
played it before, but by bedtime he was the winner, he was either 
very lucky or very astute. 

After Sunday lunch, Basil loaded up the car and took 
Wendy and William home, Sophie Elise didn’t want to go but 
John did, and he and William played I spy all the way back to 
Essex. Reg & Lottie welcomed them home, and they stopped for 


282 


tea, but Basil then made his excuses, and after Wendy gave them 
both a peck on the cheek, Lottie leaned into the car and 
whispered ‘please make an honest woman of her!’ Basil just 
smiled as he and John set off home. 

It was another three weeks before Wendy came again, he 
secretly gave her the ring, and she secreted it in her hand bag, on 
the Saturday Basil ‘phoned Wendy’s parents and asked if they 
would like to come the following weekend to stay, they of course 
jumped at the chance. And after another enjoyable weekend he 
took Wendy and William home, although Basil made Wendy 
drive the last 20 miles, ‘it will be better for you to get used to the 
car round the roads local to you that you know’ Basil had told 
her. Lottie was out the door like a shot as soon as she heard the 
car on the drive, ‘why are you driving, is Basil not well?’ she 
asked Wendy. ‘Not at all, | am insured to drive it, and Basil said 
it would be better to drive on roads that I know for a start’. Lottie 
smiled at Basil, no leer in it this time, had she at last got the 
message? Basil hoped so. 

Before he left, Lottie asked if there would be enough 
bedrooms if they came to stay, Basil said that he was sure they 
would manage. Wendy had obviously not told them what the 
house was like. 


On the south side of the park the grass was growing well, 
by next spring it could be lightly grazed if he was careful, then 
perhaps a light cut of hay to encourage growth for the following 
autumn, you could not hurry nature. He had recently spent money 
on some new farm equipment, and sent one of the stockmen over 
to the south side with a Tractor and a flat roller to bed down the 
new grass, with orders to avoid any obvious wet patches, after a 
couple of days rolling he reported to Basil that all was fine and 
the ground seemed firm and even, with no rough riding by the 


283 


Tractor, this pleased Basil and he ‘phoned the contractors 
congratulating them on a job well done, the owner said that that 
was the first time anyone had ever done that in all the years they 
had been in business, although to be honest he had said, the driver 
came with the grader, and the success was down to him, and he 
would pass the message on, Basil thanked him and asked for a 
quote to “mole drain” the south park next Autumn. This was 
quicker and cheaper than putting in “land drains” which involved 
digging trenches and laying disconnected drainpipes to prevent 
flooding, whereas using a “Mole Drainer” involved the use of a 
piece of equipment either towed or winched by a tractor across a 
field which consisted of a vertical blade with a ‘Mole’ on the end, 
the mole being shaped like a 3inch artillery shell which left a 
drainage slot in the ground and a 3 inch diameter ‘pipe’ at the 
bottom of the slot. 


Basil arrived about 10 am the following Friday to collect 
them all, both Reggie and Wendy having wangled a day off, 
Wendy sat in front with Basil, and Lottie, Reggie and William sat 
in the back seat. After a little while Lottie remarked that she ‘felt 
like Lady Muck riding in such a posh motor car’, Reggie replied 
‘it’s a bit different to our Ford Prefect I must admit’. Basil asked 
Wendy if she wanted to drive, and they changed places, Wendy 
drove the rest of the way to the Hall; as they turned into the drive 
Lottie said ‘Coo, this a posh place, do you rent a flat here?’ ‘Not 
exactly’ said Basil smiling to himself; Lottie who was sitting 
behind Wendy said ‘what are you smiling at Basil?’ Wendy said 
‘Don’t be nosey mother’. 

Sophie appeared at the front steps just as Wendy pulled 
up, ‘I see he is letting you play with his car Wendy?’ Wendy just 
grinned at her. Everyone alighted from the car, and all were 
introduced to each other. Lottie whispered to Wendy ‘does she 
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own this place then?’ ‘No Basil does!’ she replied. Lottie looked 
astounded, ‘don’t fool about girl’ she said sharply, glaring at her’ 
Wendy just shrugged her shoulders and opened the boot, and 
lifted out one of the cases, Basil took the other, and he indicated 
for them to go in leaving the cases in the Foyer, he led them into 
the conservatory and rang the bell, ‘a cup of tea?’ he enquired all 
nodded, June, a fairly recent addition to the staff came in, ‘five 
teas and a soft drink please June’. ‘ Better make that six teas 
please June, Mr Gunther will be here in a minute’ added Sophie. 
Lottie was looking most perturbed, ‘both Basil and this Sophie 
woman were both giving orders, who was what?’ Just then 
Gunther came in, there were introductions all round again, then 
June and Edith arrived with the drinks. And all settled down to a 
general chatter amongst them all, Lottie moved across to Basil 
and asked in a whisper what was his relationship with Sophie: 
‘Sophie I suppose I can call my mother figure, I have known her 
from a baby, I was brought up with her son Peter and was treated 
more or less as a son of the house, and she still regards me as 
such’, so the house is hers then’, ‘no, the estate belongs to me, I 
bought it from Peter who inherited it from his father John, Sophie 
has an independent income and will live here as my guest for the 
rest of her life, I owe her that at least’. Lottie still looked puzzled 
but changed the subject, ‘who is the tall chap with the funny 
accent’. ‘Oh that is Gunther, he is Sophie’s husband now, he was 
a prisoner of war who came to help with the gardening, they fell 
in love and married, I am so happy for them both. Lottie frowned, 
‘I don’t think that would do for me somehow’. William asked 
when John would be home from school, Sophie told him it would 
not be until 4 o’clock. ‘OK folks, let us show you to your rooms, 
and Basil led Lottie and Reggie up the stairs, you’re in your usual 
room’ he said over his shoulder to Wendy, she smiled to herself 
as Basil led her parents off to the right at the top of the stairs. 
‘Keeping them away from us’ she mused to herself, then shortly 
afterwards the gong sounded for lunch. 
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The rest of the day was spent showing the visitors 
around the house and grounds, plus a short walk down into the 
village where they collected John and Sophie-Elise from school, 
the two boys took off like rockets towards the Hall no doubt 
planning some mischief or other. In the evening after the children 
had departed to bed, Sophie and Gunther made their excuses and 
went to the small sitting room at the rear of the house to leave the 
other four to have a little privacy. 

Lottie opened the batting, ‘come on Basil tell us about this 
place, do you really honestly own it?’ ‘I wouldn’t say I did if I 
didn’t, honestly’ he told her. When Betty passed away the three 
remaining shareholders except John and Sophie-Elise who are too 
young to vote, we decided to accept the offer of an American 
corporation to buy the Estate, we did push them for a bit more 
cash, but I am sure they would have expected that in any case’. 
‘Betty’s two older children are rather wealthy young people; and 
the other two will be when they reach their majority, and I also 
am comfortably off’. What the long-term future here will be Iam 
not too sure, whether I can make it profitable enough to put a 
manager in to run the farming side I can only wait and see’. Basil 
looked at Reggie, ‘fancy a Beer Reggie?’ ‘Yes please Basil’. 
‘Lottie what would you like?’ ‘Have you got a drop of “Mothers 
ruin’””?’ ‘I should think so, not that Sophie drinks it, but we do try 
to keep a decent drinks cupboard, and a wine cellar also, South 
African of course mostly’. ‘Come with me Reggie we’ll get the 
beer’ Basil said cheerfully after getting the drinks for Wendy and 
her mother. He led Reggie out of the back of the house and 
crossed to an almost hidden door about 25 yards away. He 
unlocked the door and after opening it switched on a light, went 
down some steps and unlocked a second door, ‘OK mate, you can 
come down now and shut that door’. ‘Gosh it’s cold down here 
what is it, a big refrigerator?’ ‘Well you could call it that but a 
very old fashioned one, it is our Icehouse, apparently in 1947 
they reckon they got more ice from the lake than they had for 70 
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years, the beer keeps nicer down here than it does in the big 
Kelvinator in the kitchen’. They carried a crate of bottled beer 
between them, and Basil locked up and put out the lights. Reggie 
commented ‘it’s two overcoats warmer out here’, ‘Yes but the 
beers cold, I got used to Iced beer in Egypt’. They had a very 
enjoyable evening; Basil had taken a couple of bottles of beer in 
for Gunther, as he liked a beer or two. They all eventually went to 
bed, Reggie and Lottie obviously not too used to having a drink 
very often, Reggie was looking rather worse for wear after 4 
bottles, and Lottie only had two large Gin & Orange’s, and she 
would have been anybody’s even with her husband there. 

At breakfast they were a little late arriving, Lottie had 
bags under her eyes, she whispered to Basil ‘don’t give him so 
much beer tonight, he was no good to me!’ Basil grinned, and 
Wendy looked questioningly at him, he just grinned even more, 
then clenched his fist and made his arm from the elbow vertical 
and then made as if it crumpled into a heap, Wendy cottoned on 
and had a job not to laugh out loud, when he looked across at 
Sophie, she was having a job to eat her scrambled eggs, she had 
caught the meaning also. 
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Since the last time Wendy had visited, Basil had 
purchased another pony for John, William would have Johns old 
Pony and Sophie-Elise would keep her own for the time being, so 
after breakfast Basil asked ‘who wants to go horse riding?’ three 
little hands shot up, ‘OK be ready in half an hour, Wendy nodded 
a yes at him so off they all went to get changed. Sophie asked 
Lottie if she would like to go into Northampton with her in the 
car, she said that would be nice. Reggie thought to himself (‘7 
hope she keeps her breakfast down!) Gunther asked Reggie if he 
was a gardener, he told him he did as much as his work allowed, 
and had still got an allotment, ‘Come my friend we will find you 
a pair of boots and we will go looking on the garden’ his English 
was now very good but there was still some grammar to be 
polished. 

Basil, Wendy and the children went round to the stable 
yard, ‘now said Basil, we are from today to look after our animals 
properly, and not rely on old George, if you want the pleasure of 
riding you have to earn it!’ ‘Now William you will now ride what 
was Johns pony as he now has a bigger one, so it is now your 
pony but please don’t fall off. ‘OK now put a halter on your 
ponies, and holding them securely unbolt the bottom half of the 
door open it and lead them out, when you have done that tie the 
head collar to the ring by the door, put it though twice and then 
do two half hitched like this’ and he demonstrated to them, (John 
already knew how to do it, but had been primed by Basil to do the 
same as the others, now go to the tool store, get a fork, take one 
that is about your height, and a muck-out sheet. Basil and Wendy 
meanwhile got out there mounts and tied them; Wendy said ‘ I 
used to do this to get my rides when I was young girl’. They too 
went and got their kit, ‘OK, Wendy will show you what to do 
next’, Wendy got them to all stand in her mounts loosebox, and 
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she demonstrated how to sort the bedding, putting the soiled 
bedding onto the sheet, and forking the rest of the straw into a dry 
corner of the loosebox ‘now you pick up the sheet by the corners 
and swing it up onto your back and walk out to the muck-heap 
and tip it on there neatly’ and she did so. ‘OK, now do that bit’, 
they did surprisingly well, and John played along muttering and 
moaning but doing an excellent job even so. ‘Right, now put you 
sheets and forks away, bring out a bucket and a stiff yard brush, 
you boys fill your buckets with water, Sophie-Elise you can half 
fill yours, or you will never carry it’. Then Wendy demonstrated 
putting some water down where the floor was wet, and brushing 
it down the slope so that it ran out into the drain at the back of the 
box. ‘OK, now put the buckets and brushes away, and then we 
will groom the horses’ Only William had never groomed a horse 
before, so Wendy and Basil showed him what to do as they did 
their own mounts. At last that was done and they went into the 
Tack room and collected the saddles and bridles, John showed 
William what to do and he soon got the idea. “Already to go, 
asked Basil, then recheck you girths first, we don’t want anyone 
riding upside down do we?’ and the cavalcade set off across the 
paddocks, so that William could get the feel of his pony, they did 
several circuits of the home paddock before walking quietly out 
into the park. After about an hour Basil decreed that was enough 
for the children for today, and they all returned to the stables. 
Basil told them to assist each other putting on the head collar and 
taking off the Bridle, and then securing it to the ring, ‘now take 
off the saddles and carry them to the Tack room’. There William 
was shown how to clean his ‘tack’ just as Basil and Peter had 
been shown all those years ago. All trooped into the kitchen, 
‘may we have some drinks please Edith’ asked Basil, Edith and 
her assistant Jenny obliged, and after a general chat the riders 
went up to their rooms to change and clean up. 

After Lunch Freddie, Ivy and Leslie arrived, as they were 
invited to tea, the children had all gone off somewhere after being 
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told to behave themselves and to keep clean, they had all scuttled 
upstairs, having said it was too cold to play outside, there were 
plenty of games for them to play in the old nursery. 

Basil, Reggie, Freddie and Gunther sat in one corner of the 
conservatory, and the ladies were seated at the other. Freddie was 
describing to the others some of the projects that he was working 
in the research laboratory, ‘I can’t tell you everything I do, the 
Official Secrets Act and all that old stuff he commented. 

At the other end the subjects were varied from recipes to 
knitting and gossip in general, Lottie was a real gossipmonger, 
but Sophie kept her distance from that, and then asked Lottie ‘do 
you belong to your local Women’s Institute?’ When she replied 
in the negative Sophie replied ‘you would be very useful with 
you recipes and cooking skills’. Lottie then kept quiet for a while. 
June the maid came in reply to the bell ‘Ah, June would you see 
if you can find the children, I expect they are in the old nursery, 
ask what they would like for tea, don’t give them anything that 
will make Sophie-Elise sick, not too much sweet stuff’, yes 
M’am, what would you like for tea?’ ‘I have already told Jenny 
what we will have, so you’ve no need to worry over that, and the 
children can eat in the nursery’. June scuttled off, she was a short 
wiry girl, but always seemed to have plenty of energy. 

Later that evening all the adults were sitting in the main 
lounge, the children had all been sent to bed, including Leslie, 
who often stayed with John and Sophie-Elise. Basil looked across 
at Wendy, and she nodded to him, Basil tinkled his glass for 
attention, ‘can I have everyone’s attention for a moment please’, 
everyone stopped chattering. ‘Thank you, perhaps what I am 
going to say will come as no surprise to most if not all here, I 
wish to announce that my lovely Wendy and I are to marry, and I 
wish to give her this ring as a token of our engagement’, and he 
walked over to where Wendy sat, took her left hand and placed 
the ring on her finger, ‘now, as she has been carrying that on her 
person for some time this is the official notice of engagement, so 
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as the chain it has been hanging on is now redundant, I will give 
her this locket with our photo’s in so she can show her friends 
and colleagues what her husband-to-be looks like!’ Every body 
cheered and clapped and the sung ‘For he’s a jolly good fellow’. 
Someone called for a toast so they all refilled their glasses. 
Later as they lay in each others arms Basil said ‘Happy?’ ‘Of 
course I am, I have always been happy when I am with you’ 
Wendy replied. 


Wendy and Basil were married on Saturday the 15" May 1955 in 
the village Church; the day was lovely sunny and warm, and there 
was now anew Vicar at the Church, the Rev. James Pettifer, a 
very pleasant gentleman of middle age, (the only thing against 
him? Buy him a drink in the Pub, and he would have vanished by 
the time it was his turn!). Basil had given Wendy some money to 
buy Lottie a new outfit and looking at her she had done them 
proud, nothing too pretentious but very smart & up to date with 
of course the obligatory large floppy hat! 

Peter and Jane arrived with her son Christopher on Friday 
morning whilst Basil was collection Betty’s son Christopher from 
Castle station in Northampton, neither of the Anne’s could attend 
as they were both expecting a child within two weeks. Wendy 
was bringing her parents on Friday afternoon in her new green 
Morris Minor II that Basil had bought for her. 

The children all had a part to play at the ceremony, John 
and William were Page Boys, and Sophie-Elise was Bridesmaid. 
Peter was to be Best Man, and Edith Matron of honour. Freddie 
was an usher and Ivy was ‘there to help where I can’ as she put it. 
The two Christopher’s were too busy getting to know each other, 
to really be interested in the wedding, but Jane took charge of 
them and made sure they were ready in time 

Noon on the Saturday arrived all too quickly, as the 
respective parts of the wedding party had made their way to 
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Church, Basil & Peter were there in plenty of time in the end, 
although at one time it seemed they would be late, The two 
Christopher’s sat with them. Wendy arrived bang on time to the 
pealing of the Church bells accompanied by Reggie who looked 
terribly nervous; and Lottie was sniffing even before the Bride 
reached the Altar rail! 

The service was reasonably simple, and within 35 minutes 
all was over, the bells rang out again as Basil and Wendy came 
out into the summer sunshine to the applause of quite a large 
crowd and the official photographer. 

The photo session over, they walked up to the Church 
gates and walked up the village street to the Hall for the 
reception, there were quite a large number of the villagers who 
had not gone to the church waiting for them to pass, showering 
them with confetti. Once again the ballroom was pressed into 
service for the occasion as it had been before in Basil’s honour, 
hopefully this time would have a much happier outcome than the 
last time he was the host. At least there was no telegram to tell 
him he had been left a Baronetcy as had Gerald Wright in 1926 
on his marriage to Betty. But the afternoon and evening was a 
happy occasion, and after the meal and all the speeches (and there 
were several) the Telegrams and Cards read out, the cake was 
ceremonially cut with the late Colonel John Bevington’s’ sword 
(Sophie’s suggestion) there were some games for the children, 
and then when they were sent off to play in the Nursery, the 
music started and so did the dancing, Wendy and Basil started the 
dancing off as is customary, later Jane approached Basil and 
asked for a dance; as they swept around the floor (she was a 
superb dancer) she said to him ‘You have a lovely wife there, try 
not to lose this one! I realise that from both sides your marriage 
to Betty was not a real love match, more a matching of needs, but 
it worked well I felt’. Basil was a little taken aback at this, but 
after a couple more circuits around the floor he admitted to her 
that what she had said was of course reasonably true, Betty 
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missed the comfort of a bed partner, he was still getting over the 
pain of Gwenny’s death although he did not like to admit it, so 
both halves made a whole. They had made even more of a 
success of the estate when Basil became her partner, and as Jane 
had said, he did not do it just for the money. ‘I hope desperately 
that it will be third time lucky this time’ said Basil. Jane replied, 
‘no-one has said, but I can see that little William is your son!’ 
Basil grinned, ‘I will never deny it, but you ask Wendy about 
that’, then the music faded and they returned to their seats. At 
about 9 pm things came to a close, Wendy and Basil wearily went 
to their room, ‘We had an early start in the morning darling, we 
had better sort ourselves out and get some shut-eye’. ‘Not before 
we consummate the marriage’ complained Wendy. “That goes 
without saying’ was the reply. 

On the Sunday afternoon, Basil & Wendy took Lottie and 
Reggie home to Essex in the Bentley, her parents did not know 
about this car, as she got in Lottie put her foot in her mouth as 
usual, ‘I didn’t know you employed a chauffer as well!’ When 
Basil got in the driving seat she said ‘are you allowed to drive a 
car like this?’ Basil and Wendy both roared with laughter, ‘well 
it’s my car, said Basil, ‘surely I am allowed to drive it?’ Looking 
in the mirror Basil saw Reggie give her a very sharp dig in the 
ribs with his elbow; there were no more comments after that. 
When they arrived at the house, Reggie asked if they would like 
some tea before they returned, Wendy nodded at Basil so he said 
that they would. 


Reggie invited Basil to stroll in the garden whilst tea was 
being prepared, ‘sorry about the old girl, never know when to 
keep her trap shut, always making the most awful gaffes you 
know, always engages mouth before brain’. "Don’t worry about it 
Reggie, it is water off a duck’s back to me, you must know what 
it is like in the services, you get that sort of thing all the time’. 
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Reggie replied ‘too true, I remember when I was in the last lot, 
we used to have some of these public school types as officers, 
hadn’t got a clue, proper “Bertie Wooster” types some of them’. 
Basil laughed, ‘fortunately we never had many like that in the 
RAF, they seemed to have weeded them out or transplanted them 
into the Army. Some I came across were real shockers, I 
remember going to an Army base in Egypt once, and I was 
proudly shown the Motor Transport section doing vehicle 
inspection by numbers, I was absolutely astounded when the 
young officer in charge told me it was his idea, I looked at him 
and said how long did it take to carryout this exercise, he said 
about 45 minutes; when I told him that in that time we could 
service, refuel and re-arm a fighter and send it on it’s way again 
he was completely at a loss’. ‘I told him how did he think we 
managed to knock out the tanks that were holding them up if we 
didn’t work like that!” Reggie’s comment was: ‘nothing much has 
changed then?’ 

The next morning they started to pack for the 
honeymoon, they had already arranged for William to start at the 
village school so that was one item ticked off of the list. They 
were to leave on Wednesday morning for London Airport, and 
were to be away for 4 weeks, First port of call was to be 
Capetown, where they were to stay for a week, then to travel on 
the luxurious “Blue Train” to Pretoria, just over a thousand miles 
of unashamed luxury travel. Basil had arranged a trip to Salisbury 
the capital of Rhodesia (now known as Zimbabwe) and then 
returning again to Pretoria. From here they were to fly to Addis 
Ababa, spend a few days there and then fly on to Amman in 
Jordan, and thence to Nicosia in Cyprus, here they would finish 
off their honeymoon and return to London (they would have liked 
to have visited Egypt, but with the anti British troubles there that 
was too risky). 

The pair returned home somewhat suntanned and happy, 
everything had gone according to plan, and there had been no 
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hold-ups anywhere on the trip. Now all they had to do was to 
decide what they hoped the next few years would bring. 

Basil had decided during the holiday to continue with the 
Beef production on the estate, and to concentrate on that for at 
least 5 years. 

One of the first things he had done when he bought the 
estate was to replant the trees and bushes around the pond; he had 
managed to buy what had been the derelict farmland, and added it 
to the estate, but fenced it off separately, also he had built a 
couple of hides so that until the trees had grown enough, there 
would be cover for watching the pond. 

Now that they had returned Basil told Wendy that as she 
was mistress of the house, to look and see what changes she 
would like to make but to consult him first before taking any firm 
actions. He meanwhile he returned to the task of finishing off his 
fourth book, “Part two of the Oxbow”, this included the telling of 
the construction of the “Nature Centre” and of some of the 
characters who came to stay as well as more nature notes and 
sightings, (he had already used up the notes from Egypt in the 
first volume), and this volume was entirely about the Oxbow. 
Meanwhile he was also spending some time in the hides at the 
pond that had inspired the first books. Over the years there had 
been a lot of changes in species at the pond and in the 
surrounding farmland, all to be noted down for posterity. He had 
been able to increase his photographic ability having purchased a 
camera with a telephoto (long range) lens enabling him to take 
close-up pictures from a longer distance but did require the use of 
a tripod to steady the whole outfit and the use of a cable release 
for the shutter. 

Reggie and Lottie were now frequent visitors to the Hall, 
Reggie having purchased a new modern car, an Austin 
Cambridge saloon, Lottie had started to show her age now, in fact 
Basil had asked Wendy if she was unwell, but apparently not, ‘if 
you had seen my old Granny you would know there was nothing 
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amiss, when she was in her 80’s she was as wrinkly as a Walnut 
shell!’ Wendy had said. Reggie meanwhile since his retirement 
was looking decidedly chipper, he had slimmed down to a trim 11 
stone, went everywhere locally on his pedal cycle and was a 
picture of health. 

As for Sophie, she seemed also to have found the secret of 
youth, she had always been a fit person because of her gardening 
activities, but now she seemed to have got younger in the last 
year or so, she had a wonderful complexion, was always almost 
running about the place and her sense of humour was just as 
sharp as ever, Gunther also still seemed to be 35 although he was 
slightly older than Basil, who of course always kept his self in 
good shape, and could often be seen running across the park in 
the morning, and that coupled with horse riding kept the muscles 
toned. Wendy often ran with him also and she now rode almost 
every day, had joined Sophie in the gardening, and in fact they all 
kept quite busy for “moneyed folk”. 

Ivy and Freddie suddenly announced that they were to be 
parents again, ‘it happened unexpectedly’ they claimed; when 
Wendy and Ivy were talking one day, Ivy said that they had tried 
for anther child after Leslie was born, before she got too old, and 
there had been no result so they carried on love making as before, 
and she had been to the Doctor and he had said she had started 
the menopause, the “monthly scourge” having ceased some time 
before in any case. Then she started to put on weight and had 
been sick some mornings, so she in disbelief consulted the Doctor 
again and he confirmed her pregnancy. She had some concerns 
over the fitness of the child, later life babies were sometimes 
‘Mongoloid’ (Downs syndrome) children, and she prayed that it 
would not happen to them. 

As it turned out the child was a healthy 8-pound girl who 
they called June Elizabeth, Freddie was over the moon about her 
birth, they now had a ‘pigeon pair’ and at least Leslie would not 
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be an only child like he had been, even though there was quite an 
age gap between them. 


Anne and her husband came over from South Africa for a 
holiday, and although they had met when Basil & Wendy were on 
honeymoon, and had immediately taken to Wendy and called her 
“Mum” right from the off, which Wendy took as a compliment, 
and their little boy called Gerald Basil and was a delightful child. 
Basil arranged with Jane and Peter to sort out a date for Jane’s 
Anne to come and stay to meet her cousin, (the two Christopher’s 
had met quite a few times as Christopher Wright was now flying 
regularly into London, and when he had a stopover the two of 
them usually met up). 


The meeting of Cousins 


The meeting was like other meetings between the 
members of the two families, looks of disbelief in the similarity 
in appearance even though photographs had been exchanged, and 
like the boys, they got on wonderfully well with each other. 
Anne from London could only stay for a week, as she had a 
business to run, but Anne and her Husband stayed for a month, 
being now of independent means, although they had a successful 
import / export business. At last it was time for them to leave, 
Anne and Wendy shed tears, they had become very close during 
the stay, and she gave Basil a long hug before departing, ‘we 
would like to come again and see my Mum and Dad again soon’, 
Wendy said ‘please come when you like, you will always be 
welcome’. 

After they had gone, Wendy and Basil looked at each other and 
they held each other tight. He remarked that he felt rather strange, 
here he was, at one time Anne’s stepfather, he still was he 
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supposed in a way, and Anne was calling Wendy her mother, 
Wendy said that she felt immensely honoued to be called that, as 
she was the woman that had married Anne’s dead mothers 
husband! ‘Very complicated’ said Basil. 


Wendy takes charge 


After Wendy and Basil Married, Wendy went with Sophie 
to the local Women‘s Institute meetings and enjoyed it very 
much, at the AGM in 1961 Sophie told the members that she 
wished to stand down as President as she felt that she had “‘done 
her stint”, There was a murmuring amongst the members, and 
then Sophie asked if there were any proposals for the position, 
immediately there was one for “Mrs Brown”; Wendy looked 
rather shocked, a seconder was requested and a member put up 
her hand, Sophie asked Wendy if she would accept the position! 
Wendy stood up and addressed the meeting, ‘I feel that as a 
relative newcomer to the Branch, that there are others more 
qualified for this position’. Sophie asked if there were any 
comments, one lady of advanced years asked to be excused not 
standing to speak, ‘Since the 1920’s Mrs Bevington has been our 
President, and has done a really good job, so I think that the 
Squires lady should be the President, especially as the inhabitants 
of a certain large house at the other end of the village didn’t want 
to mix with those “common village women” as she called us, Mrs 
Brown has my vote’. ‘Any further speakers’ asked Sophie, there 
being none she asked Wendy if she was prepared to take on the 
Presidency, Wendy stood up again, ‘If it is the wish of the 
members present that I take on the position of President, then I 
would be proud to follow in our Presidents footsteps, thank you’. 
Sophie asked for a show of hands, everybody raised their hands, I 
declare Mrs. Wendy Brown is elected as President’, everybody 
then applauded, ‘I suggest then that we now break for t 
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Freddie and the house 


Basil’s second ‘Oxbow’ book was selling well, and he 
was working on “Basils Pond revisited”, which really was 
although full of the usual photographs and carefully worded text, 
really a chronicle of the loss of some of the British wildlife over 
the previous 25 years. The grubbing up of hedges and trees to 
make airfields, and larger fields for Post war cereal production, 
especially with the recent introduction of “Barley Beef” had put a 
lot of native wildlife in peril! He had spent a lot of time visiting 
the sites of this type of destruction, and recording sightings of the 
common species, and had been disappointed with the lack of 
some of the native species. 

Now his publishers were pressing him to complete the 
book, as they were planning a reprint of his original two books 
and marketing a set of the three volumes through one of the book 
clubs that were now a very popular way of buying quality books, 
as well as separate volumes in the normal bookshop market. The 
estate now employed an ‘Office lady’ who could do simple book- 
keeping and was an excellent typist also, so she helped with the 
typing and layout of the book; at last it was finished and Basil 
could have a break. 

As for the Children, John was at University in 
Loughborough, William was now a sixth form Student, and 
Sophie-Elise was close on his heels. 

As for the rest of the household, Gunther was still very energetic 
in the garden, and Sophie was a very sprightly 69 years of age but 
still enthusiastically hybridising her Roses in the green house and 
on a small plot at the edge of the main garden. 

Freddie was now deputy director of the research 
company, but complained that he spent too much time “driving a 
desk” and not enough at the workbench ‘but that’s the way of 
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things in this business’ he told Basil one evening as they sat with 
a beer on the terrace overlooking the main lawn. Then he asked 
‘do you know who owns that biggish house?’ he asked pointing 
across the Park, ‘I wouldn’t mind buying that if it is for sale, it 
has been empty for some months now’, Basil said that Sophie 
might know who the owner was, and the two men went off in 
search of her. Eventually she was tracked down in her favourite 
hiding place, the Rose greenhouse, in her sacking apron and with 
a glass of wine on the bench. ‘Hello you two, what can I do for 
you?’ Freddie asked the question of her, ‘Yes I know who owns it 
or at least the family who do, The old lady died a few months 
ago, it has been up for sale, but it needs so much work doing on it 
that nobody is interested in it, it has about an acre of ground with 
it too’. ‘I have never seen an agents sign up’, said Freddie 
enquiringly, ‘there never has been one, and they are the sort of 
people who advertise in the “Country life” and that type of 
publication, not with a local estate agent’. ‘There are quite a few 
copies in the small drawing room if you want to have a look for 
it’. So off the two of them trotted to Sophie’s drawing room, after 
about 30 minutes Freddie exclaimed ‘here it is, five bedroom 
country house standing approx one acres in need of some 
modernisation and refurbishment, POA’ he quoted. ‘I’ll give 
them a ring in the morning and see if I can have a look at it, and 
ask what silly price they are asking’. Just after lunch the next day 
Basil got a call from Freddie, ‘I have arranged to look over that 
house at 3 pm, would you like to come with us?’ ‘Why not, I will 
bring Wendy too’. 

The gentleman from the “top peoples estate agent” arrived 
promptly on time, in a large Jaguar car. Freddie introduced 
himself and Ivy and then Wendy and Basil, ‘Mr Brown and his 
wife own Morton Hall you know!’ the man in the Jaguar raised 
his eyebrows at this, but made no comment apart from a 
disinterested “shall we proceed sir’ to Freddie. They all went in 
by the front door which had dropped on it’s hinges and dragged 
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across the step, which it looked as though it had done so for the 
last 50 years, It smelt terribly musty inside as they entered the 
quite spacious entrance hallway, ‘This is the main withdrawing 
room sir’ again sounding most disinterested as he led them 
through a door, this was quite a sizeable room with two casement 
windows to the front and one to the side, walking across to the 
other side of the hall he announced that ‘this is the smaller 
withdrawing room sir’. Then leading them along the hallway they 
came to ‘the dining room sir, the table and chairs that you see 
here are in the price of the house, Basil put his hand on the back 
of one chair and it immediately collapsed in a shower of dust, ‘I 
think not, said Freddie rather sharply more suited to the 
woodshed don’t you think?’ The next port of call was the kitchen, 
Ivy burst out laughing ‘this appears never to have been updated 
since the house was built!’ there was a medium sized kitchen 
range red with rust, and a even more rustier spit hung above it ‘I 
can just imagine someone of Henry the eighth’s style having a 
Swan roasted on the spit’ she giggled loudly, even Wendy joined 
in the laughter. The man looked most uncomfortable, ‘It does say 
Madam it is in need of modernisation’. There was what was once 
have been called the Dairy, and a large Pantry come storeroom 
and a couple more large built in cupboards. ‘Shall we proceed 
upstairs sir?’ And he led the way up the wide staircase, Wendy 
whispered loudly to Ivy ‘looks as though this is a small country 
house trying to look like a grand country house’ the man glared in 
her direction but said nothing, all the bedrooms were of a good 
double bed size, but of course there was no bathroom but there 
were two adjoining dressing rooms, Basil said nothing but 
thought knock then in to one and that would make a great 
bathroom with even room for a shower! The man then led them 
into the garden, there were several out buildings and when Ivy 
opened the door of one the laughter came even louder ‘there is a 
three seat thunder box in here’ she cried, as she opened the door 
to the “privy”. The man was getting even more uncomfortable, ‘if 
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Madam is not interested in the property we may as well conclude 
the viewing’ he said very abruptly. ‘Just a moment interjected 
Basil, who the hell do you think you are talking to? I am sure 
your managing director would be very interested to hear what you 
have just said, I’1l tell you what I will do, and he winked at 
Freddie, I’ll write you a cheque out now for a thousand pounds, I 
don’t think it is worth it really, but at least you won’t have the 
trouble of trying to sell it anymore, it has obviously become a 
thorn in your side!’ ‘I am sorry sir but that is nothing like the 
value of the property’, ‘you must be joking said Basil, it will need 
a good four thousand to put this in a modern habitable state, the 
roof we need replacing for a start and that won’t come in at less 
than seven fifty on it’s own, The exterior Brickwork will need 
pointing up, all the up stairs ceilings have water stains on them 
they will need replacing and maybe the joists as well, and I 
expect the walls will need re-plastering’. ‘In fact if it is left much 
longer all it will be worth is the price of the land as it will have to 
be demolished!’ ‘I am sure your clients would prefer £1000 to 
£150 for the land, and your commission would not be worth the 
petrol you will have put in your rather thirsty car!’ He scowled at 
Basil, but Basil could see he was weakening, ‘I presume you 
clients are on the telephone?’ ‘Yes they are’, OK then come over 
to the Hall and you can telephone from there and explain to them 
what I have said to you, price of house versus price of land’. 

And so it came to pass that Freddie and Ivy came to own what 
turned out to be a very strong and serviceable house. Basil was 
right about the roof but it was done for two hundred and fifty 
pounds cash in hand, Basil had taken on the job of what we call 
today the project manager, and he would also pay the bills, once 
that was done they all put their heads together and drew the plans 
for the alterations, decided where the wall sockets and other 
electrical services were required (as there was no electricity in the 
house at that time), and then passed them on to a competent 
architect to draw up the layout for the tradesmen that were to do 
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the work. The plumbers and electricians were in first after the 
upstairs ceilings had been ripped out, the old lath and plaster 
ceilings were to be replaced with modern plasterboard ceilings, 
and to save removing too many floor boards, for the small 
amount it would cost and the better finish, the downstairs ceilings 
were ripped out also. After them came the plasterers, Basil had 
got the plastering contractors to quote for the whole house, and 
had then got the builders labourers to come over one weekend 
privately to strip the walls of the old plaster, also the two dressing 
rooms, which had a stud and a lath and plaster wall between them 
had been made into a bathroom sized room and a partition to 
make an En-suite toilet and washroom for the main bedroom. 

Downstairs the kitchen had been gutted again all the 
partition walls removed and laid out to Ivy’s design and this 
included an AGA cooker in place of the very ancient kitchen 
range. The garden was an overgrown mess, and had not been 
touched for thirty years according to the old lady in a nearby 
house; ‘and she had been a widow since 1930 and she ain’t never 
done no gardnin’. 

Once the main building work had finished and the 
painters and decorators had started what would be a long painting 
job, Basil got one of his men to come over with a tractor and a 
cultivator borrowed from the tenant farmer at Maggots Moor, and 
to drag off all the growth for a start, and then after that had been 
burnt at the bottom of the garden to run the cultivator over the 
garden and break up the soil, after three days of effort the tractor 
driver and another of Basil’s workers had managed to clear most 
of the undergrowth, and had a goodly fire going, and had then 
started to cultivate the ground. They had managed during the 
clearance to locate a couple of pathways, these they left intact as 
best they could for Freddie to decide whether to keep them or not. 
Eventually the house was finished and the time came for them to 
move in, before this however Freddie asked Basil how much he 
owed him, ‘I managed to save you a bit more than I thought, one 


303 


thousand six hundred and forty-five pounds seventeen shillings 
and sixpence for the building work, and twenty pounds to clear 
the grounds’. ‘What happened to your estimate of four thousand 
then?’ ‘What I told the estate agent and what it was going to cost 
were two different things entirely, I didn’t lie to the man did I? 
That was a figure for him to worry about, and forced him to sell; 
that and the £150 price tag for the land, which was about right in 
any case, or even a bit high by my thinking!’ Freddie wrote him a 
cheque for the amount, having already re-imbursed the sale price 
of £1000. ‘Now what do I owe you for running the show?’ Basil 
smiled at him, ‘Nothing old chap, gave me something to do for a 
month or two, I didn’t screw any of the tradesmen to the floor, I 
managed to get a bit off of the plastering gang, otherwise all was 
as estimated by all trades, most pleasing in fact, all I want is an 
invite to the house warming for all of us, and not too long in the 
future, as the nights will soon be drawing in, incidentally have 
you done any plans for the garden?’ 

‘No I haven’t, but Sophie and Gunther have, she reckons it will 
be a show garden without too much hard work to keep it up to 
scratch’. ‘Oh good, you will have to get someone in to do the 
heavy work though’. Freddie said that he had already discussed 
this with Sophie, she was going to organise that, and she and 
Gunther would supervise the whole job for us’. ‘All we have to 
do is come up with the money, and as you have saved me all that 
on the building that should be reasonably straight forward as long 
as she doesn’t get too big an idea about it!’ Basil grinned at 
Freddie, “If I know them it will come in under budget anyway, 
they know too many people in the gardening game to pay over 
the odds for anything, if you need a tractor and driver let me 
know and I will get George to come over with one’ 
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More work for Basil 


Early in January 1966 Basil received a letter from his 
publishers asking him ‘had he any further manuscripts available 
as the last book in both forms of sale was still selling well, and 
they did not want the pot to go cold. Basil thought about this and 
was not sure what to do, he did have some notes and photo’s 
available, but not for a complete volume, then an Idea came to 
him, so he wrote back to them and asked what they thought about 
his idea, he had not enough for another volume, but if they 
wanted something quickly he had some years ago started to make 
up a book he had called ““BB’s Spotters Book of British 
Wildlife’, this basically was a book in which you could mark 
down species in the book that the reader had seen personally, it 
would be filled with Basil’s usual crisp photographs for 
identification, as well as text about the creature and it’s habitat 
etc, he suggested that he could have the manuscript ready in three 
months time from date of approval of the Idea. The publishers 
replied by telephone, asking him to go ahead immediately, as 
they would like on the bookshelves before the school summer 
holidays, ‘something to keep the children occupied. 

Within a week, he had started giving Mrs. Whitehead the 
office lady some layouts to do ‘between jobs’ he told her, she was 
a widow around the 60 years old, and had dropped the odd carnal 
hint several times which Basil always laughed off usually with 
some ribald comment that could be taken more than one way, 
such as ‘I am too busy for that sort of thing’. One afternoon she 
got really close to him as they were sorting out some of his 
handwritten notes and rubbed herself against him, Basil would 
have none of it and completely ignored the approach, but in the 
end he was quite blunt with her. ‘I am sorry Mrs. Whitehead but 
you want “a bit of the other” you are trying the wrong man, I 
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might have put it about years ago but now it stays at home’. She 
looked at him rather strangely, ‘am I too old for you then? She 
asked or is it below you to have it away with your secretary?’ 
‘Not at all, but as I said it stays at home!’ The next morning he 
went into the office to give her some more typing to do, there was 
an envelope on the desk addressed to him which he opened and 
read, ‘I regret that I shall no longer be working for you after 
today, the type of work was not what I was employed to do, I 
have taken one days wages due to me and put a receipt in the 
petty cash box, yours etc.’. Basil thought back many years to 
Masie in the insurance office, he had put it about there, and she 
had also been two-timing him as well, just the same kind of 
ending! 

Basil found Sophie in the greenhouse, ‘do you know of 
anybody preferably with a husband or regular boyfriend who can 
type accurately?’ ‘Oh dear, been having sexual problems with 
your secretary?’ He explained what had happened the afternoon 
before. ‘Well never mind, there is a lady in the village who has a 
husband somewhat younger than herself, she was a war widow, 
but found herself a younger man like I did, and is very happy in 
the bedroom she tells me, give me half an hour and I might have 
an answer for you’. ‘You know the main thing I need typing, 
manuscripts and page layouts?’ Sophie nodded and went to get 
her coat and shoes. Basil went off to the kitchen, ‘any coffee on 
the go June? He asked, Edith had decided to retire as she was 
having trouble with arthritis in one of her knees, but was 
available if needed to fill in, and she and her husband still had the 
Browns old apartment. June ‘just give me a minute and I will 
make you an instant if you are in a hurry, otherwise I shall have 
to perk some sir’, Basil said that instant would be OK. 

Within 15 minutes Sophie was back with a lady in tow, 
‘this is Mrs. Harris, Mr Brown will show you what he needs 
doing’, and left her with Basil, he showed into the estate office 
and asked her to sit down, ‘this is the sort of thing I need typing’ 
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showing her some of the work that had already been done, ‘is this 
the sort of thing you have done in the past?’ She answered ‘yes’ 
immediately, I used to work for a publishing house in London 
many years ago, in fact some of it was very similar to this, do you 
write under the pseudonym of “BB”?’ As a matter of fact I do’. 
‘Then I typeset all of the first “Basils Pond” manuscript’. ‘I also 
did part of the second book but then I was taken ill with Pleurisy, 
and was off work for two months, when I returned it was already 
in print’. Then the war came and I joined the ATS and stayed in 
until 1946, my husband having been killed in 1942 at El- 
Alemein’. ‘I am sorry to hear that, I was in Egypt in the RAF, a 
desk job originally as I joined before the war started, and then 
became a Pilot later’. ‘Where about in Egypt were you’, she 
asked. ‘I was at Maddi, were you out there as well?’ Yes, I was 
an officer in the Royal Signals and used to liase with the RAF 
Comms at Maddi’ Basil said no more about it, but pressed a bell, 
‘Cup of tea?’ he asked her, ‘Thank you’. At that point one of the 
maids came in, ‘two teas please, and ask my wife to come to the 
office. Shortly afterwards Wendy came in, ‘This is Mrs Harris, 
she is coming to do some typing for me’ he could see Wendy 
looking puzzled and then she said softly ‘Jean?’ Mrs Harris 
looked up, ‘Wendy! Good heavens, fancy meeting you after all 
this time’. And the two women embraced briefly. ‘I wondered if 
you two might know each other, when Mrs Harris said she liased 
with Maadi Comms’. ‘Pleas call me Jean; I prefer that to Mrs 
Harris’. 

Jean started work there and then, ‘If there anything at all 
that you require please tell me and I will obtain it as soon as 
possible’ said Basil, ‘and if you need to talk to me urgently just 
ring that bell over there, and ask the maid to find me, or if not me 
Wendy, OK?’ Jean nodded and Basil left the office. He caught up 
with Wendy in the dining room, ‘I had a sixth sense about that 
you know, as soon as she said she was an officer in the Royal 
Signals’. ‘It is all rather strange anyway, I have had an odd 
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feeling today, it started about the time she arrived here’ said 
Wendy, ‘we were quite good friends in a distant sort of way, as 
she wasn’t based on the airfield, but we ate together in the 
Officers Mess quite often’. 

The Browns had not seen Freddie or Ivy for a few weeks, 
and then one evening Freddie arrived, ‘thought I’d invite myself 
for a beer’ he told Basil. ‘Trouble with the Memsahb?’ ‘No not at 
all, everything is rosy, just came really to invite all and sundry to 
our housewarming a week next Saturday at 4 pm’. ‘Oh great, all 
sorted now?’ ‘Yes I think so, Sophie and Gunther came up with a 
stunning layout for the garden, and now the new turf is settled it 
looks a picture, and will even more so next summer when all the 
new plants are fully blooming, and the new fruit trees get 
established, I am really looking forward to next year. 
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Goodbye Sophie 

Gunther came into the breakfast room looking rather 
worried, ‘What’s up’ asked Basil, ‘I have sent for the Doctor, my 
Sophie says she feels unwell’, ‘do you mind if I go up and see 
her’ Basil replied with some concern, as she was not one to feel 
ill. “Yes that is OK’ Gunther replied. 

Basil hurried up the stairs to the other couples bedroom 
and knocked on the door, he heard a quiet ‘come in’. Sophie laid 
in the bed half sitting up supported by pillows, ‘are you not 
well?’ he asked her gently, ‘Oh Basil I am glad it is you darling, 
as you know I am not a sickly person, but today I feel very weak 
and lethargic, so I asked Gunther to call the Doctor; I suppose I 
have been overdoing it! I should know better at my age but I like 
to keep Gunther happy!’ He sat on the bed and held her hand, ‘I 
thought perhaps you had stopped all that sort of thing’; Oh no, I 
still like my lovemaking as often as possible!’ Basil smiled down 
at her somewhat pale face, ‘you do look a little pale darling, I just 
hope you are just a little tired and some rest will bring you back 
on song’. Just then Basil heard a car crunching on the gravel 
drive, he looked out of the window, ‘here is Doctor Jones now, I 
will leave you to him’. ‘Basil darling, give me a kiss before you 
go’. He kissed her gently on the lips and she put her hand behind 
his head and pulled him hard on to her, then releasing him, she 
said softly ‘thank you for your wonderful lovemaking before I 
married Gunther, it was the happiest time of my life’. He left the 
room and met Gunther and the Doctor on the stairs, ‘she is quite 
cheerful at the moment’ he remarked as they passed. 

Basil returned to the breakfast room, ‘where have you 
been’ asked Wendy’, Sophie is a little under the weather this 
morning, and she asked Gunther to call the Doctor’. ‘That is not 
like her, she seems as if she would go on for ever, what does she 
say is wrong?’ ‘Just feels tired and generally out of sorts’. They 
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finished their breakfast and Wendy cleared away the dishes onto 
the sideboard, Jenny came in then and remarked ‘I saw the 
Doctor arrive, is someone unwell?’ ‘Sophie feels a bit under the 
weather this morning, I don’t suppose it is anything too serious’ 
replied Wendy. Jenny nodded and took the tray with the dishes 
away to the Kitchen. 

Basil went over to the office, Joan was just taking her coat 
off, she asked the same as Jenny, ‘Sophie feels a bit poorly today, 
perhaps got a cold coming’ he replied. He and Joan sat at his big 
desk and looked over the work than she had done the previous 
few days, Jean asked about a couple of queries that she had, “my 
spelling I’m afraid’, ‘I wasn’t sure said Joan, as it was not a name 
had come across before that is why I brought it to your attention’. 
‘Yes always do that if you are not certain, some of these Latin 
names can be peculiar’. Basil then left the office and went to get 
the Humber out of the coach house, but Wendy called him to 
come to the house, ‘Sophie is really ill. the Doctor says she has a 
heart problem of some kind, even he is not certain what it is, 
although he has his suspicions that she may have had a mild heart 
attack and that is why she feels so tired’. ‘Does he want her to go 
to the Hospital?’ .I think so, we could take her in the Bentley to 
save time waiting for an ambulance’. ‘I will ask him’ said Basil. 
The Doctor was still in her room, ‘do you want us to take her to 
Northampton?’ ‘If you can persuade my patient to go, yes 
please!’ ‘Now Sophie, what is all the fuss about?’ ‘If I am going 
to die I want to die here at the Hall, not in a Hospital in public, 
amongst a load of strangers’, and Sophie started to cry softly. 
Basil sat on the bed, Sophie looked up at Gunther pleadingly, 
‘don’t let them take me away dearest Gunther’, then looking at 
Basil said ‘I want to die here in our house, yours and mine, I 
know that you own it, but until I breathe my last it will always be 
our house’. Gunther looked at Basil quizzically ‘what does she 
mean?’ ‘I think that although I now own the Hall, but as I said 
that you and she can remain here for the rest of your lives, which 
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still holds good, she feels, as I do, that having lived here for 
nearly 60 years it is still her house to live in’. Sophie nodded 
sagely, ‘that is exactly what I meant’. Basil turned to the Doctor, 
‘what in your opinion would be for the best, there is no problem 
if you would like her to have private nurses to look after her, that 
I will pay for’, and turning to Gunther said ‘you of course have 
the last word in this decision’. ‘I will do what ever my lovely 
Sophie wishes to do, it will be her decision’ he said. The doctor 
looked gravely at the two men ‘She is very ill, I can give her 
medication, but I cannot give her any better treatment in the 
Hospital than I can here, I can recommend two nurses to you, one 
for days and one for nights, as she will need a nurse to observe 
her overnight, can you provide accommodation for these ladies?’ 
“That would be no problem we will feed and water them and 
provide any of their needs, all we ask is that she gets the best 
nursing possible until either she makes a recovery or at worst 
expires’. The Doctor asked to use the ‘phone; after making the 
calls he asked if someone could collect the nurses, to enable them 
to be here as quickly as possible, Wendy who was present when 
he had phoned, said she would do that immediately, the Doctor 
gave her the addresses and she left straight away. 30 minutes later 
Wendy had returned with the day nurse, she led her up the stairs, 
and suggested that she leave her personal case on the landing 
‘one of the staff will take that to your room for you, meanwhile I 
had better take you to the doctor immediately’. After the Doctor 
had given the nurse some instructions and some medication for 
Sophie, he left saying he would be back in the afternoon. 

The day nurses’ name was Eileen, she was a lady in her 
late thirties or early forties, very pleasant but with a professional 
but sympathetic manner towards her patient. The night nurse 
whom Wendy collected a little time later was an older woman 
called Nora, and had been a ward sister in the local hospital for 
many years, but had retired from there and now did this private 
work instead. ‘I don’t have to go to work every day like I did in 
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the hospital, I can work for perhaps a month and then take a 
couple of weeks off, and I prefer night work anyway, I did that 
for about 20 years before retiring’ she had told Sophie. Two other 
nurses also helped out, Janet worked weekends in the daytime, 
and she was a younger lady with two children at school ‘my 
husband likes to have the children at the weekend so it works out 
fine’. The relief night nurse was a coloured lady who’s roots were 
from Jamaica, she was called Winifred and was single, aged 
about thirty five, she lived with her mother and looked after her 
and her two brothers, who were also single but had good jobs. 


As the spring came and the weather warmed, Sophie was 
allowed to sit in the Conservatory, Gunther still looked after the 
gardens, and Basil insisted on paying him especially when they 
had someone else to assist with any heavy work, ‘you just make 
sure they do the job properly, and you sit in the shade and 
supervise, and then you can pop in and see Sophie now and then 
when you wish’. 

By mid-summer Sophie took a little gentle walk in the gardens 
accompanied by Eileen, Eileen liked a nice garden she had told 
Sophie, but her husband only liked growing vegetables, ‘I don’t 
like fussy flower growing’ he had told her, ‘it is nice having fresh 
veg but if I had known that, I might have married someone else’ 
she commented laughing. Just as a safety precaution Basil had an 
electrician install a bell in Gunther’s bedroom, and one in Basil & 
Wendy’s in case they were needed in the night. Gunther’s room 
was next to Sophie’s, and when the bells rang at 3am one 
September morning, Wendy ran down to the hall, and Basil went 
to Sophie’s room, Gunther was already there, the nurse was 
grave, would someone call the doctor please, I fear the worst, I an 
sure she has pneumonia, Basil called down the stairs to Wendy to 
“please phone the doctor’ 
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Meanwhile Sophie was wheezing like a leaky pair of bellows and 
was certainly not too good, Gunther looked grave and there was a 
tear in his eye as Wendy came into the room, ‘Dr Jones will be 
here in ten minutes’ she told the nurse, Wendy said she would go 
down and make some tea for everyone. 

Dr Jones arrived and Basil let him in, ‘things are not too 
good then I hear?’ Basil said that she was wheezing and her 
breathing was shallow. The Doctor checked Sophie over, and 
then gave her an injection, she was only semi conscious now, and 
Dr Jones shook his head slowly, ‘I fear that the end will not be 
long now’. Wendy arrived with the tea, and Basil asked Gunther 
if he wanted him and Wendy to stay, or would he rather be on his 
own with Sophie. Gunther asked them to stay he did not feel he 
would cope on his own. At 5am Sophie breathed her last, both 
Gunther and Basil were holding her hands when she went, Basil 
kissed her on the forehead and then stood and walked over to 
where Wendy sat, she hugged him as he wept quietly, ‘I will go 
and phone Peter, he will have to know, you look after Gunther’. 

They waited until Peter and Jane had come to see her laid 
out before the undertakers came to take her to their Chapel of 
rest. The two nurses had done a really professional job; she just 
looked as if she was asleep in the bed, the Doctor had given 
Gunther a sedative, Wendy asked the day nurse if she wouldn’t 
mind staying for a few days to take care of him and she agreed 
that she would. 


The funeral service was held in the Hall Chapel, and the 
new Vicar from the village Church conducted it, Peter, Basil and 
Gunther had discussed the burial, and Gunther said that he would 
prefer Sophie to be reunited with her husband in the Chapel 
burial ground, and so that is where she was laid to rest, Gunther 
said that he had only had her “on loan to keep her company” and 
it was only right that she was returned to John Bevington. This 
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amazed Peter and he shook Gunther’s hand, ‘thank you so much 
for looking after her for him’. 

After Sophie’s will had been dealt with, Gunther was 
quite a wealthy man, Wendy also had benefited from her bequests 
to the tune of £20.000, She left Basil some personal items, and 
there were bequests for all the children even Betty’s eldest two. 


Gunthers departure 


After the Christmas festivities of 1967 Gunther told Basil and 
Wendy that after much thought he was going to return to 
Germany to live, ‘I feel that I should return to my roots, and 
make a new life for myself, I have been corresponding with a 
cousin for several years, and now that she has lost her husband 
and is a widow she has asked if I would like to live with her, just 
as a companion, we are of similar age so should get on well, and 
there is plenty of gardening to do also’. Basil and Wendy stared 
in amazement at his statement, ‘you don’t have to go, but if that 
is your wish so be it, but there will always be a home for you here 
if ever you wish to return’. So Gunther left at the end of January 
1968. 

Life at the Hall was getting decidedly quiet; the children 
were either at university or had married and left the nest. But they 
still led a busy life, Basil was writing another book, about his life 
and times (leaving out certain things that were no ones business 
but his own), but also leaving some things in to “read between the 
lines” as they say. Wendy had taken charge of the garden in place 
of Gunther, and a gardener was employed, with his time split 
between the farm and the garden depending on seasonal 
requirements, he lived in the village so did not require 
accommodation which was a good thing, the first thing that Basil 
had done when he bought the Hall was to apply to the council for 
a tenancy for the last of the employees who lived in an estate 
property as he considered that they cottage was not suitable for 
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human habitation, but had kept the action from Sophie at the 
time. And when the family concerned were granted a council 
property; he implied to Sophie that the family had applied for it, 
as the cottage was (truthfully) too small for their large family. He 
had immediately had the cottages demolished and a new 
implement building put in their place. 


Gunther and Helga 


Early in 1970 they had a letter from Gunther asking if he 
and his cousin Helga could visit them, and at Easter they arrived, 
she was a fairly tall slim person with beautiful Golden hair, which 
had now acquired the odd cream coloured streak in amongst it, 
Gunther had taught her English, and like him had an accent but 
not so bad that you could not understand her, and he had also like 
himself got her grammar sorted out also. Wendy said to Basil 
before they arrived, ‘do we put them in connecting rooms or 
completely separate ones’. ‘Well said Basil, connecting rooms, if 
they are co-habiting then they can keep it private, or if not, they 
can still be private without going out in the corridor to be seen by 
the staff and maybe gossiped about’. ‘Good idea’ she replied. 

After several days during which they took Helga and 
Gunther out and about, they were sitting in the conservatory one 
evening when Gunther suddenly said ‘would you like to come 
and visit us at our home?’ Wendy and Basil looked at each other 
and together answered ‘Yes please’. Wendy said that would be 
lovely, as neither of them had ever been to Germany. “There is 
more’ said Gunther, you will please to come in May time for our 
wedding, we decided that we would like to be husband and wife!’ 
Helga blushed scarlet, Wendy winked at her and indicated the 
door with a movement of her head, Helga understood and 
immediately the two women left the room, ‘I am so embarrassed’ 
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she said, Wendy told her that she needn’t be embarrassed, ‘we are 
understanding and red blooded people, I had our son long before 
we married, And Basil’s other two children by his wife Betty 
were also born out of wedlock, it all happened in wartime, we 
were together in Egypt, and I made him give me my baby’, and 
she described to Helga how she had duped him. ‘Would you like 
a drink, or perhaps a coffee or tea?’ ‘Coffee please’ Helga 
replied, OK let us go and get the men some beer first’. And 
fetching the key she took Helga down into the icehouse that they 
still used, ‘When I was a child in Germany my father was a 
groom for a rich family, and they had an Ice house like this, it 
brings back happy memories to me’. Then Wendy took her to the 
kitchen to make the coffee, ‘this also reminds me of my 
childhood’ as she looked around the large kitchen. 

All too soon their holiday was over, ‘please to come in May for 
the wedding’ said Helga, and then they were gone on the train 
back to London. 

Basil and Wendy flew out to Germany in May, and stayed 
at the lovely house Gunther had bought with some of his legacy 
from Sophie, the wedding went off fine, and there were some 
more relatives to meet that Gunther had unearthed. Also they 
were introduced to Helga’s four children also. After staying for 
three weeks they departed for home. As they drove home from 
the Airport, they were discussing the travelling they had done 
since 1939, both enforced and for their own pleasure and decided 
that they preferred to live in England more than anywhere else. 
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The author was born in London in 1932, During WWII | was evacuated to Drake: 
walls near the village of Gunnislake, Cornwall. And returned to London in 1942. 

In 1945 our father having been made redundant from Woolwich Arsenal, the fam: 
ily moved to the Village of Silverstone in Northamptonshire (where the now woric 


renowned Motor racing circuit now is). ‘: 
On leaving school | was apprenticed to a blacksmith, but in 1951 joined the Roya 


Air Force, serving for 2 years in Egypt. 
| have made several attempts to write a book but always ran out of storyline. 
| call this book a “Docu-novel”, a lot of facts woven into a story, | have used loca 


surnames but not to my knowledge does any name refer to any real person. 
Also | have purposely not given the village name where "Morton Hall” is 
situated, but if anyone local reads the book they will easily place it, although using 


a good map any reader may do so. 
(Caution there are some sexually explicit descriptions in the text, but | do not con: 


sidered these offensive in these liberated times. (No different to what can be 
seen / heard on TV) | hope you enjoy the story. REB 


Robert Linnell b1840—Maud Dunkley b 1840 
(Both their parents died of Influenza 1849 in Towcester Work- 


house) 

| Orphan parents unknown” 
| I 

Elsie Linnell b 1877——William brown b 1868 


Basil Brown b 1912 


Story based in and around fictitious “Morton Hall” in South Northamptonshire, 


England. 
It was home to the Bevington family, who were wealthy merchants, with a large 
estate and various business connections, especially in the tea and spice trades, 


and also wine in later times. 


They were generous to their staff, ensuring that the children received some 


formal schooling, and so that they were literate & numerate. Robert & Maud en- 
tered service there in 1850, he as a “Boot Boy”, and she as a “Skivvy’ (kitchen 
maid) the lowest rank in the household. Robert, a rather bright lad, rose up the - 


ranks, to become the Senior Butler. 


They eventually married and Maud eventually rose to become the Chief house- 
keeper and they retired to the gatehouse Lodge in 1910, both at the age of 70, Q 
Their daughter Elsie, who had worked under her mother’s tuition all her 
working life, succeeded Maud. = 

James Bevington is now the head of the family, he too had been born in. @9 
1840. His late wife Eleanor, had passed away in 1905, they had a son John, an > 
there was another son, Robert, but he had been killed in the Boer war. But as t! 
storm clouds gathered in 1914, he was worried that eldest son John would be r 
called to army service, making he (James) unable to retire quietly. 
His eldest son was Colonel John Bevington, Born in 1865, he fought in the Boe 
war, and in the Great War 1914-18. He had a wife, Sophie, who was the daugt 
of a tea merchant, she was born in 1890, they had a son Peter, who was born 
1912, and a daughter Maria, born 1914. Basil, Brown was the son of Elsie Linn. 
and William Brown who had been JofrBévingten’s Batman during his army ca- 
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